2S ES 


Oe ed a : ert ae Le ae fee ve ast TU are ee | er 
AN a aii Wace Nas iat a ee ede 
A Hired [AREAS ere | ey Me ee , ' nM 


a ‘ 
fae Abe 
a, * 


add ta | 8 Ok ia ‘ie 
f ae ? he 
Pa \ + * 
? 
‘ 


>: ie 
Se 


a ee 
Sa —— 


— o 
i 


LHE- LILLE 


The Title 


‘n. COMEDY IN THREE ACTS 


BY 


ARNOLD BENNETT 


LONDON 
CHATTO & WINDUS 
MCMXVIII 


rn wa ERS 


Mr. CuLver 

Mrs. CuLvir 
HILDEGARDE CULVER 
Joun CuLverR 
TRANTO 

Miss STARKEY 
SAMPSON STRAIGHT 
PARLOURMAID 


| their ehidren 


ACT i 


An evening between Christmas and New Year, 
before dinner. 


ACT Il 


The next evening, after dinner. 


ACTH! 
The next day, before lunch. 


The scene throughout is a sitting-room in the 
well-furnished West End abode of the Culvers. 
There isa door, back. There is also another door 
(L) leading to Mrs. Culver’s boudoir and else- 


where. 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
In 2023 with funding from 
Kahle/Austin Foundation 


https://archive.org/details/owb_KR-211-019 
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Hildegarde is sitting at a desk, writing. John, in a 
lounging attitude, is reading a newspaper. 


Enter Tranto, back. 


Tranto. Good evening. 


HIILDEGARDE (turning slightly in her seat and giving 
him her left hand, the right still holding a pen). Good 
evening. Excuse me one moment. 


Tranto. All right about my dining here to- 
night? (Hildegarde nods.) Larder equal to the 


strain? 


Hixtpecarpg. Macaroni. 
Tranto. Splendid. 
HitpecarpDeE. Beefsteak. 


Tranto. Great heavens! (imitates sketchily the 
motions of cutting up a piece of steak. Shaking hands 
with John, who has risen). Well, John. How are 
things? Don’t let me disturb you. Have a 
cigarette. 


Joun (flattered). Thanks. (ds they light cigar- 
ettes.) You're the first person here that’s treated 
me like a human being. 


Tranto. Oh! 


Jown. Yes. They all treat me as if I was a 
schoolboy home for the hols. 


Tranto. But you are, aren’t you? 


Joun. Ina way, of course. But—well, don’t 
you see what I mean? 


Tranto (sympathetically), You mean that a 
schoolboy home for the hols isn’t necessarily 
something escaped out of the Zoo. 


Joun (warming). That’s it. 


Tranto. In fact, what you mean is you're 
really an individual very like the rest of us, 
subject, if I may say so, to the common desires, 
weaknesses and prejudices of humanity—and not 
a damned freak. 


Joun (brightly). That’s rather good, that is. 
If it’s a question of the Zoo, what I say is—what 
price home? Now, homes are extraordinary if 
you like—I don’t know whether you’ve ever 
noticed it. School—you can understand school. 
But home—! Strange things happen here while 
I'm away. 
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Tranto. Yes? 


Joun. It was while I was away they appointed 
Dad a controller. When I heard—I1 laughed. 
Dad a controller! Why, he can’t even control 
mother. 


Hivpecarbe (without looking round). Oh yes 
he can. 


JouN (pretending to start back). Stay me with 
flagons! (Resuming to Tranto.) And you’re some- 
thing new here since the summer holidays. 


Tranto. I never looked at myself in that 
light. But I suppose I am rather new here. 


Joun. Not quite new. But you’ve made a 
lot of progress during the last term. 


Tranto. That’s comforting. 


Joun. You understand what I mean. You 
were rather stiff and prim in August—now you 
aren’t a bit. 


Tranto. Just so. Well, I won't ask you 
what you think of me, John—you might tell me 
—but what do you think of my newspaper? 


Joun. The Echo? I don’t know what to 
think. You see, we don’t read newspapers much 
at school. Some of the masters do. Anda few 
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chaps in the Fifth—swank, of course. But speak- 
ing generally we don’t. Prefects don’t. No 
time. 


Trantro. How strange ! Aren’t you inter- 
ested in the war? 


Joun. Interested in the war! Would you 
mind if I spoke plainly? 


Tranto. | should love it. 


Joun. Each time I come home I wonder more 
and more whether you people in London have 
got the slightest notion what war really is. Fact! 
At school, it’s just because we are interested in 
the war that we’ve no time for newspapers. 


Tranto. How’s that? 


Jonn. How’s that? Well, munition work- 
shops—with government inspectors tumbling all 
over us about once a week. O.T.C. work. Field 
days. Cramming fellows for Sandhurst. Not to 
mention female masters. ‘ Mistresses,’ 1 ought 
to say, perhaps. All these things take time. 


Tranto. I never thought of that. 


Joun. No. People don’t. However, I’ve 
decided to read newspapers in future—it’ll be 
part of my scheme. That’s why I was reading 
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The Echo. Now, I should like to ask you some- 
thing about this paper of yours. 


Tranto. Yes. 


Joun. Why do you let Hilda write those 
articles for you about food economy stunts in the 
household ? 


Tranto. Well—(hesitating) 


Joun. Now, I look at things practically. 
When Hilda ’d spent all her dress allowance and 
got into debt besides, about a year and a half ago, 
she suddenly remembered she wasn’t doing much 
to help the war, and so she went into the Food 
Ministry as a typist at thirty-five shillings a week. 
Next she learnt typing. Then she became an 
authority on everything. And now she’s con- 
cocting these food articles for you. Believe me, 
the girl knows nothing whatever about cookery. 
She couldn’t fry a sausage for nuts. Once the 
mater insisted on her doing the housekeeping — 
in the holidays, too! Stay me with flagons! 


HILDEGARDE (without looking round). Stay you 
with chocolates, you mean, Johnnie, dear. 


Joun. There you are! Her thoughts fly 
instantly to chocolates—and in the fourth year of 
the greatest War that the world— 


Hivpecarpe. Etcetera, etcetera. 
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Tranto. Then do I gather that you don’t 
entirely approve of your sister’s articles? 


Joun. Tripe, I think. My fag could write 
better. I'll tell you what I do approve ee | 
approve of that article to-day by that chap Samp- 
son Straight about titles and the shameful traffic 
in honours, and the rot of the hereditary principle, 
and all that sort of thing. 


Tranto. I’mglad. Delivers the goods, doesn’t 
he, Mr. Sampson Straight? 


Joun. Well, 7 think so. Who is he? 


Tranto. One of my discoveries, John. He 
sent me in an article about—let me see, when was 
it?—about eight months ago. I at once per- 
ceived that in Mr. Sampson Straight I had got on 
to a bit of all right. And I was not mistaken. 
He has given London beans pretty regularly once 
a week ever since. 


Joun. He must have given the War Cabinet 
neuralgia this afternoon, anyhow. I should like 
to meet him.’ 


Tranto. I’m afraid that’s impossible. 
Joun. Isit? Why? 


Tranto. Well, I haven’t met him myself yet. 
He lives at a quiet country place in Cornwall. 
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Hermit, I believe. Hates any kind of publicity. 
_ Absolutely refuses to be photographed. 


Joun. Photographed! I should think not! 
But couldn’t you get him to come and lecture at 
school? We have frightful swells, you know. 


Tranto. I expect you do. But he wouldn’t 
come. 


Joun. Iwish he would. We hada debate the 
other Saturday night on, Should the hereditary 
principle be abolished ? 


Tranto, And did you abolish it? 


Joun. Did we abolish it? I should say we 
did. Eighty-five to twenty-one. Some debate, 
believe me! 


HILpeGarDE (/ooking round). Yes, but didn’t 
you tell us once that in your Debating Society the 
speakers always tossed for sides beforehand? 


Joun (shrugging his shoulders. More confidentially 
to Tranto). As I was saying, I’m going to read 
the papers in future, as part of my scheme. And 
d’you know what the scheme is? (/mpressively.) 
I’ve decided to take up a political career. 


Tranto. Good! 


Joun. Yes, it was during that hereditary 
principle debate that I decided. It came over me 
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all of a sudden while I was on the last lap of my 
speech and the fellows were cheering. And so I 
want to understand first of all the newspaper 
situation in London. There are one or two 
things about it I don’s understand. 


Tranto. Not more? I can explain the news- 
paper situation to you in ten words. You know 
I’ve got a lot of uncles. I daresay I’ve got more 
uncles than anybody else in ‘ Who’s Who.’ Well, 
I own The Echo,—inherited it from my father. 
My uncles own all the rest of the press—(airily) 
with a few trifling exceptions. That’s the London 
newspaper situation. Quite simple, isn’t it? 


Joun. But of course The Echo is up against all 
your uncles’ papers—at least it seems so. 


Tranto. Absolutely up against them. Tooth 
and nail. Daggers drawn. No quarter. Death 
or victory. 


Joun. But do you and your uncles speak to 
each other? 


Tranto. Best of friends. 
Joun. But aren’t two of your uncles lords? 


Tranto. Yes. Uncle Joe was made an earl 
not long since—you may have heard of the fuss 
about it. Uncle Sam’s only a miserable baron 
yet. And Uncle Cuthbert is that paltry insect— 
a baronet. 
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Joun. What did they get their titles for? 
Tranto. Ask me another. 


Joun. Ofcourse I don’t want to be personal, 
but 4ow did they get them? Did they—er—buy 
them? 


Tranto. Don’t know. 
Joun. Haven’t you ever asked them? 


Tranto. Well, John, you’ve got relatives 
yourself, and you probably know there are some 
things that even the most affectionate relatives 
don’t ask each other. 


Hirpecarpbe (rising from the desk and looking at 
John’s feet). Yes, indeed! This very morning I 
unwisely asked Johnnie whether his socks ever 
talked. Altercation followed. ‘Some debate, 
believe me!’ 


Joun (rising; with scornful tranquillity). Vd 
better get ready for dinner. Besides, you two 
would doubtless like to be alone together for a 
few precious moments. 


Hixpecarbe (sharply and self-consciously). What 
do you mean? 


Joun (fighily). Nothing. I thought editor 
and contributor— 


Hirtpecarpg. Oh! I see. 
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Joun (stopping at door, and turning round). Do 
you mean to say your uncles won't be frightfully 
angry at Mr. Sampson Straight’s articles? Why, 
dash it, when he’s talking about traffic in honours, 
if he doesn’t mean them who does he mean? 


Tranto. My dear friend, stuff like that’s meat 
and drink to my uncles. They put it down like 
chocolates. 


Joun. Well my deliberate opinion is—it’s a 
jolly strange world. (Exit quickly, back.) 


Tranto (looking at Hildegarde). So it is. 
Philosopher, John! Questions rather pointed 
perhaps; but result in the discovery of new truths. 
By the way, have I come too early? 


Hitpecarpe (archly). How could you? But 
father’s controlling the country half an hour more 
than usual this evening, and I expect mamma was 
so angry about it she forgot to telephone you that 
dinner’s moved accordingly. (With piquancy and 
humour.) was rather surprised to hear when I 
got home from my Ministry that you’d sent word 
you'd like to dine to-night. 


Tranto. Were you? Why? 


Hi.Lpecarpbe. Because last week when mamma 
asked you for to-night, you said you had another 
engagement. 
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Tranto. Oh! Id forgotten I’d told her that. 
Still, I really had another engagement. 


Hitpecarpre. The Countess of Blackfriars— 
you said. 


Tranto. Yes. Auntie Joe’s. I’ve just sent 
her a telephone message to say I’m ill and confined 
to the house. 


Hitpecarpe. Which house? 
Tranto. I didn’t specify any particular house. 
Hirpecarpbe. And are you ill? 


Tranto. Iam not. ... To get back to the 
realm of fact, when I read Sampson Straight’s 
article about the degradation of honours this after- 
noon— 


Hirpecarpz. Didn’t you read it before you 
published it? 


Tranto. No. I had to rush off and confront 
the Medical Board at 9 a.m. I felt certain the 
article would be all right. 


Hivpecarpe. And it wasn’t all right. 
TranTo (positively). Perfectly all right. 


Hitpecarbe. You don’t seem quite sure. Are 
we still in the realm of fact, or are we slipping 
over the frontier? 
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Tranto. The article was perfectly all right. 
It rattled off from beginning to end like a machine- 
gun, and must have caused enormous casualties. 
Only I thought Auntie Joe might be one of the 
casualties. I thought it might put her out of 
action as a hostess for a week or so. You see, for 
me to publish such an onslaught on new titles in 
the afternoon, and then attempt to dine with the 
latest countess the same night—and she my own 
aunt—well, it might be regarded as a bit—thick. 
So I’m confined to the house-—this house as it 


happens. 


Hirtpecarbg. But you told John your people 
would take the article like meat and drink. 


Tranto. What if 1 did? John can’t expect 
to discover the whole truth about everything at 
one go. He’s found out it’s a jolly strange world. 
That ought to satisfy him for to-day. Besides, he 
only asked me about my uncles. He said nothing 
about my uncles’ wives. You know what women 
are—I mean wives. 


Hirpecarpe. Oh, I do! Mother is a mar- 
vellous specimen. 


Tranto. I haven’t told you the worst. 
Hirprcarpg. I hope no man ever will. 


Tranto. The worst is this. Auntie Joe 
actually thinks 7’m Sampson Straight. 
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HILpeEecaArDE. She doesn’t! 


Tranto. She does. She has an_ infinite 
capacity for belief. The psychology of the thing 
is as follows. My governor died a comparatively 
poor man. Acouple of hundred thousand pounds, 
more or less. Whereas Uncle Joe is worth five 
millions—and Uncle Joe was going to adopt me, 
when Auntie Joe butted in and married him, 
She used to arrange the flowers for his first wife. 
Then she arranged Ais flowers. Then she became 
a flower herself and he had to gather her. Then 
she had twins, and my chances of inheriting that 
five millions (he imitates the noise of a slight explosion) 
short-circuited! Well, 1 didn’t care a volt—not a 
volt! I’ve got lots of uncles left who are quite 
capable of adopting me. But | didn’t really want 
to be adopted at all. To adopt me was only part 
of Uncle Joe’s political game. It was my Echo 
that he was after adopting. But I’d sooner run 
my Echo on my own than inherit Uncle Joe’s 
controlling share in twenty-five daily papers, 
seventy-one weekly papers, six monthly magazines, 
and three independent advertising agencies. I 
know I’m a poor man, but I’m quite ready to go 
on facing the world bravely with my modest 
capital of a couple of hundred thousand pounds. 
Only Auntie Joe can’t understand that. She’s 
absolutely convinced that I have a terrific grudge 
against her and her twins, and that in order to 
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eratify that grudge I myself personally write 
articles against all her most sacred ideals under 
the pseudonym of Sampson Straight. I’ve pointed 
out to her that I’m a newspaper proprietor, and 
no newspaper proprietor ever could write. No 
use! She won't listen. 


Hitpecarpe. ‘Then she thinks you're a liar. 


Tranto. Oh, not at all. Only a journalist. 
But you perceive the widening rift in the family 
lute. (A silence.) Pardon this glimpse into the 
secret history of the week. 


HitpecarDE (formidably). Mr. Tranto, you 
and I are sitting on the edge of a volcano. 


Tranto. We are. I like it. Thrilling, and 


yet so warm and cosy. 


Hixtpecarpe. I used to like it once. But I 
don’t think I like it any more. 


Tranto. Now please don’t let Auntie Joe 
worry you. She’s my cross, not yours. 


Hirpecarpe. Yes. But considered as a cross, 
your Auntie Joe is nothing to my brother John, 
who quite justly calls his sister's cookery stuff 
‘tripe.’ It was a most ingenious camouflage of 
yours to have me pretending to be the author of 
that food economy ‘tripe,’ so as to cover my 
writing quite different articles for The Echo and 
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your coming here to see me so often. Most 
ingenious. Worthy of a newspaper proprietor. 
But why should I be saddled with ‘tripe’ that 


isn’t mine? 


Tranto. Why, indeed! Then you think we 
ought to encourage the volcano with a lighted 
match—and run? 


Hirpecarpe. I’m ready if you are. 


Tranto. Oh! I’m ready. Secrecy was a 
great stunt at first. Letting out the secret will be 
an even greater stunt now. It'll make the finest 
newspaper story since the fearful fall of the last 
Cabinet. Sampson Straight—equals Miss Hilde- 
garde Culver, the twenty-one year old daughter 
of the Controller of Accounts! Typist in the 
Food Department, by day! Journalistic genius 
by night! The terror of Ministers! Read by all 
London! Raised the circulation of The Echo two 
hundred per cent! Phenomenon unique in the 
annals of Fleet Street! (ln a different tone, 
noticing Hildegarde’s face). Crude headlines, I 
admit, but that’s what Uncle Joe has brought us 
to. We have to compete with Uncle Joe... . 


Hixtpecarpe. Of course I shall have to leave 
home. 


Tranto. Leave home! 


23 


Hirprcarpe. Yes, and live by myself in 
rooms. 


Tranto. But why? 


Hitpecarpe. I couldn’t possibly stay here. 
Think how it would compromise father with the 
War Cabinet if I did. It might ruin him. And 
as accounts are everything in modern warfare, it 
might lose the war. But that’s nothing—it’s 
mamma I’m thinking of. Do you forget that 
Sampson Straight, being a young woman of advanced 
ideas, has written about everything, everything— 
yes, and several other subjects besides? For 
instance, here’s the article 1 was revising when you 
came in. (Shows the title-page to Tranto.) 


Tranto. Splendid! You’re the most courage- 
ous creature I ever met. 


Hiipecarpe. Possibly. But not courageous 
enough to offer to kiss mamma when I went to 
bed on the night that that (indicating the article) had 
appeared in print under my own name. You 
don’t know mamma. 


Tranto. But dash it! You could eat your 
mother ! 


Hirpecarpe. Pardon me. The contrary is the 
fact. Mamma could eat me. 
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Tranto. But you're the illustrious Sampson 
Straight. There’s more intelligence in your little 
finger than there is in your mother’s whole body. 
See how you write. 


Hirpecarpe. Write! I only began to write 
as a relief from mamma. _I escaped secretly into 
articles like escaping into an underground passage. 
But as for facing mamma in the open! . . . Even 
father scarcely ever does that; and when he does, 
we hold our breath, and the cook turns teetotal. 
It wouldn’t be the slightest use me trying to 
explain the situation logically to mamma. She 
wouldn’t understand. She’s far too clever to 
understand anything she doesn’t like. Perhaps 
that’s the secret of her power. No, if the truth 
about Sampson Straight is to come out I must 
leave home—quietly but firmly leave home. 
And why not? I can keep myself in splendour 
on Sampson’s earnings. And the break is bound 
to come sooner or later. I admit I didn’t begin 
very seriously, but reading my own articles has 
gradually made me serious. I feel I have a cause. 
A cause may be inconvenient, but it’s magnificent. 
It’s like champagne or high heels, and one must 
be prepared to suffer for it. 


Tranto. Cause be hanged! Suffer be hanged! 
High heels be hanged! Champagne— (stops). 
. Miss Culver, if a disclosure means your leaving 
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home I won’t agree to any disclosure whatever. 
I will — not — agree. We'll sit tight on the 
volcano. 


Hitpecarpe. But why won't you agree? 


TranTo (excited). Why won’t lagree! Why 
won't Lagree! Because I don’t want you to leave 
home. I know you're a born genius—a marvel, 
a miracle, a prodigy, an incredible orchid, the most 
brilliant journalist in London. I’m fully aware 
of all that. But I do not and will not see you as 
a literary bachelor living with a cause and holding 
receptions of serious people in chambers furnished 
by Roger Fry. I like to think of you at home, 
here, in this charming atmosphere, amid the 
delightful vicissitudes of family existence, and— 
well, I like to think of you as a woman. 


HUILpecarvE (calmly and teasingly). Mr. Tranto, 
we are forgetting one thing. 


Tranto. What's that? 


Hixpecarpe. You're an editor, and I’m a 
contributor whom you’ve never met. 


Enter Mrs. Culver (L). 


Mrs. Curver. Mr. Tranto, how are you? 
(Shaking hands.) I\'m delighted to see you. So 
sorry I didn’t warn you we dine half an hour 
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later—thanks to the scandalous way the Govern- 
ment slave-drives my poor husband. Please do 
excuse me. (She Sits.) 


Tranto. On the contrary, it’s I who should 
ask to be excused—proposing myself like this at 
the last moment. 


Mrs. Curver. It was very nice of you to 
think of us. Comeand sit downhere. (/ndicating 
@ place by her side on the sofa.) Now in my poor 
addled brain I had an idea you were engaged for 
to-night at your aunt’s, Lady Blackfriars’. 


Tranto (sitting). Mrs. Culver, you forget 
nothing. I was engaged for Auntie Joe’s, but 
she’s ill and she’s put me off. 


Mrs. Cutver. Dearme! How very sudden! 
Tranto. Sudden? 


Mrs. Cutver. I met Lady Blackfriars at tea 
late this afternoon and it struck me how well she 
was looking. 


Tranto. Yes, she always looks particularly 
well just before she’s going to be ill. She’s very 
brave, very brave. 


Mrs. Cutver. D’you mean in having twins? 
It was more than brave of her; it was beautiful— 
both boys, too. 
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Hiipecarve (innocently). Budgeting for a 
long war. 


Mrs. Cutver (affectionately). My dear girl! 
Come here, darling, you haven’t changed. Excuse 
me, Mr. Tranto. 


HILpEcarbE (approaching). I’ve been so busy. 
And I thought nobody was coming. 


Mrs. Cutver. Is your father nobody ? (stroking 
and patting Hildegarde’s dress into order), What 
have you been so busy on? 


Hirpecarpe. Article for The Echo. (Tranto, 
who has been holding the MS., indicates it.) 


Mrs. Cutver. I do wish you would let me 
see those cookery articles of yours before they’re 
printed. 


Tranto (putting MS. in his pocket). I'm afraid 
that’s quite against the rules. You see, in Fleet 
Street— 


Mrs. Cutver (very pleasantly). As you please. 
I don’t pretend to be intellectual. But I confess 
I’m just a wee bit disappointed in Hildegarde’s 
cookery articles. I’m a great believer in good 
cookery. I put it nextto the Christian religion— 
and far in front of mere cleanliness. I’ve just 
been trying to read Professor Metchnikoff’s 
wonderful book on ‘The Nature of Man.’ It 
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only confirms me in my lifelong belief that until 
the nature of man is completely altered good 
cooking is the chief thing that women ought to 
understand. Now I taught Hildegarde some 
cookery myself. She was not what I should calla 
brilliant pupil, but she did grasp the great eternal 
principles. And yet I find her writing (with charm 
and benevolence) stuff like her last article—‘ The 
Everlasting Boiled Potato,’ I think she called it. 
Hildegarde, it was really very naughty of you to 
say what you said in that article. (Drawing down 
Hildegarde’s head and kissing her.) 


Tranto. Now why, Mrs. Culver? I thought 
it was so clever. 


Mrs. Cutver. It may be clever to advocate 
fried potatoes and chip potatoes and sauté potatoes 
as a change from the everlasting boiled. I daresay 
it’s what you call journalism. But how can you 
fry potatoes without fat? 


Tranto. Ah! How? 


Mrs. Cutver. And where are you to obtain 
fat? J can’t obtain fat. I stand in queues for 
hours because my servants won’t—it’s the latest 
form of democracy—but J can’t. obtain fat. J 
think the nearest fat is at Stratford-on-Avon. 


Tranto. Standin queues! Mrs. Culver, you 
make me feel very guilty, plunging in at a 
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moment’s notice and demanding a whole dinner 
in a fatless world. I shall eat nothing but dry 
bread. 


Mrs. Cutver. We never serve bread at lunch 
or dinner unless it’s specially asked for. But if 
soup, macaroni, eggs, and jelly will keep you alive 
till breakfast— 


Hirpecarpe. But there’s beefsteak, mamma— 
I’ve told Mr. Tranto. 


Mrs. Cutver. Only a little, and that’s for 
your father. Beefsteak’s the one thing that keeps 
off his neuralgia, Mr. Tranto. (With apologetic 
persuasiveness.) I’m sure you'll understand. 


Tranto. Dear lady, I’ve never had neuralgia 
in my life. Macaroni, eggs, and jelly are my 
dream. I’ve always wanted to feel like an invalid. 


Mrs. Cutver. And how did you get on with 
your Medical Board this morning? 


Tranto. How marvellous of you to remember 
that I had a Medical Board this morning! I 
believe I’ve found out your secret, Mrs. Culver— 
you're undergoing a course of Pelman with those 
sixty generals and forty admirals. Well, the 
Medical Board have given me a new complaint. 
You'll be sorry to hear that I’m deformed. 


Mrs. Curver. Not deformed ! 
30 


Tranto. Yes. It appears I’m flat-footed. 
(Extending his leg.) Have I ever told you that 1 
had a dashing military career extending over four 
months, three of which I spent in hospital for a 
disease I hadn’t got? Then I was discharged as 
unfit. After a year they raked mein again. Since 
then I’ve been boarded five times, and on the 
unimpeachable authority of various R.A.M.C. 
Colonels I’ve been afflicted with valvular disease 
of the heart, incipient tuberculosis, rickets, vari- 
cose veins, diabetes— practically everything, 
except spotted fever and leprosy. And now flat 
feet are added to all the rest. Even the Russian 
collapse and the transfer of the entire German 
army to the Western Front hasn’t raised me higher 


than C 3. 


Mrs, Cutver. Howannoying for you! You 
might have risen to be a captain by this time. 


Hirpecarve (reflectively). No doubt, in a 
home unit. But if he’d gone to the Front he 
would still have been a second lieutenant. 


Mrs. Cutver. My dear! : 


Tranto. Whereas in fact I’m still one of those 
able-bodied young shirkers in mufti that patriotic 
old gentlemen in clubs are always writing to my 
uncles’ papers about. 
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Mrs. Cutver. Please! please! (4 slight pause ; 
pulling herself together; cheerfully.) Let me see, 
you were going in for Siege Artillery, weren’t 
you? 


Tranto. Me! Siege Artillery. My original 
ambition was trench mortars—not so noisy. 


Mrs. Cutver (simply). Oh! Then it must 
have been somebody else who was talking to me 
about Siege Artillery. I understand it’s very 
scientific —all angles and degrees and wind- 
pressures and things. John will soon be eighteen, 
and his father and 1 want him to be really useful 
in the Army. We don’t want him to be thrown 
away. He has brains, and so we are thinking of 


Siege Artillery for him. 


(During this speech John has entered, in 
evening dress.) 


Joun. Are you on Siege again, mater? The 
mater’s keen on Siege because she’s heard some- 
where it’s the safest thing there is. 


Mrs. Curver. And if it does happen to be 
the safest—what then? 


Tranto. I suppose you're all for the Flying 
Corps, John? 


Joun (with condescension). Notspecially. Since 
one of the old boys came and did looping the 
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loop stunts over the school the whole Fifth has 
gone mad on the R.F.C. Most fellows are just 
like sheep. Somebody in the Sixth has to be 
original. 1 want to ifight as much as any chap 
with wings across his chest, but I’ve got my 
private career to think of too. If you ask me, 
the mater’s had a brain-wave for once. 


Enter Mr. Culver, back. He stands a moment 
at the door, surveying the scene. Mrs. Culver 
springs up, and Tranto also rises, moving towards 
the door. 


Mrs. Cutver. Arthur, have you come? 


Cutver (advancing a little). Apparently. Hello, 
Tranto, glad to see you. I wanted to. (Shakes 
hands with Tranto.) 


Mrs. Cutver. What’s the matter, Arthur? 
Curver. Everything. 


Mrs. Cutver (alarmed, but carefully coaxing). 
Why are you wearing your velvet coat? (To 
Tranto.) He always puts on his velvet coat 
instead of dressing when something’s gone wrong. 


(To Mr. Culver.) Have you got neuralgia again? 
Cutver. I don’t think so. 


Mrs. Curver. But surely you must know! 
You look terribly pale. 
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Cutver. The effect of the velvet coat, my 
dear—nicely calculated in advance. 


Mrs. Cutver (darting at him, holding him by the 
shoulders, and then kissing him violently. With an 
intonation of affectionate protest). Darling! 


Joun. Oh! I say, mater, look here! 


Mrs. Cutver (t0 Culver, sti/ holding him). Vm 
very annoyed with you. It’s perfectly absurd the 
way you work. (Zo Tranto.) Do you know he 
was at the office all day Christmas Day and all day 
Boxing Day? (To Culver.) You really must 
take a holiday. 


Cutver. But what about the war, darling? 


Mrs. Cutver (loosing him). Oh! You’realways 
making the war an excuse. I know what I shall 
do. I shall just go— 


Cutver. Yes, darling, just go and suggest a 
short armistice to the Germans while you take me 
to Brighton for a week’s fondling. 


Mrs. Curver. I shall just speak to Miss 
Starkey. Strange that the wife, in order to influ- 
ence the husband, should have to appeal to (dis- 
dainfully) the lady secretary! But so it is. 


Cutver. Hermione, 1 must beg you not to 
interfere between Miss Starkey and me. _ Inter- 
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ference will upset Miss Starkey, and I cannot 
stand her being upset. I depend upon her abso- 
lutely. First, Miss Starkey is the rock upon 
which my official existence is built. Sheis aserious 
and conscientious rock. She is hard and expects 
me to be hard. Secondly, Miss Starkey is the 
cushion between me and the world. She knows 
my tender spots, and protects them. Thirdly, 
Miss Starkey is my rod—and I kiss it. 


Mrs. Curver. Arthur! .. . (éries to be agree- 
able). But I really am vexed. 


Cutver. Well, I’m only hungry. 
Enter Parlourmaid. 


PaRLouRMAID. Cook’s compliments, madam, 
and dinner will be twenty minutes late.  (Exit.) 


(A shocked silence.) 


Cutver (with an exhausted sigh). And yet I 
gave that cook one of my most captivating smiles 
this morning. 


Mrs. Curver (settling Mr. Culver into a chair). 
She’s done it simply because I told her to-night 
that rationing is definitely coming in. Her reply 
was that the kitchen would never stand it, whatever 
the Government said. She was quite upset—and 
so she’s gone and done something to the dinner. 
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Cutver. Surely rather illogical of her, isn’t it? 
Or have I missed a link in the chain of reasoning ? 


Mrs. Cunver. I shall give her notice—after 
dinner. 


Joun. Couldn’t you leave it till after the 
holidays, mother? 


Hitpecarpe. And where shall you find another 
cook, mamma? 


Mrs. Cutver. The first thing is to get rid of 
the present one. Then we shall see. 


Cutver. My dear, you talk as if she was a 
prime minister. Still, it might be a good plan to 
sack all the servants before rationing comes in, and 
engage deaf-mutes. 


Mrs. Cutver. Deaf-mutes! 


Cutver. Deaf-mutes. Then they wouldn’t be 
worried by the continual groaning of my hunger, 
and I shouldn’t hear any complaints about sheirs. 


Mrs. Cutver (to Hildegarde). My pet, you’ve 
time to change now. Dorunandchange. You're 
so sombre. 


Hivtpecarpeg. I can’t do it in twenty minutes. 


Mrs. Cutver. Then puta bright shawl on— 
for papa’s sake. 


36 


Hitpecarpe. I haven’t got a bright shawl. 


Mrs. Cutver. Then take mine. The one 
with the pink beads onit. It’s in my wardrobe— 
right-hand side. 


Joun. That means it'll be on the left-hand 
side. 
(Exit Hildegarde, back, with a look at Tranto, 
who opens the door for her.) 


Mrs. Cutver (with sweet apprehensiveness). 
Now Arthur, I’m afraid after all you have some- 
thing on your mind. 


Cutver. l’ve got nothing on my stomach, 
anyway. (Bracing himself.) Yes, darling, it’s true. 
I have got something on my mind. Within the 
last hour I’ve had a fearful shock— 


Mrs. Cutver. I knew it! 


Cutver. And I need sustaining. 1 hadn’t 
meant to say anything until after dinner, but in 
view of cook’s drastic alterations in the time-table 
I may as well tell you (looking round) at once. 


Mrs.Cutver. It’s something about the Govern- 
ment again. 


Cutver. The Government has been in a very 
serious situation. 
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Mrs. Curver (alarmed). You mean they’re 
going to ask you to resign? 


Cutver. I wish they would! 


Mrs. Cutver. Arthur! Do please remember 
the country is at war. 


Cutver. Is it? So itis. You see, my pet, 
I remember such a lot of things. I remember 
that my brainy partner is counting khaki trousers 
in the Army clothing department. I remember 
that my other partner ought to be in a lunatic 
asylum, but isn’t. I remember that my business 
is going to the dogs at a muzzle velocity of about 
five thousand feet a second. I remember that 
from mere snobbishness I work for the Govern- 
ment without a penny of salary, and that my sole 
reward is to be insulted and libelled by high-brow 
novelists who write for the press. Therefore you 
ought not to be startled if I secretly yearn to 
resign. However, I shall not be asked to resign. 
I said that the Government had been ina very 
serious situation. It was. But it will soon recover. 


Mrs. Cutver. How soon? 
Cutver. On New Year’s Day. 
Joun. Then what’s the fearful shock, dad? 


Mrs. Cutver. Yes. Have you heard anything 
special? 
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Cutver. No. ButI’ve seen something special. 
I saw it less than an hour ago. It was shown to 
me without the slightest warning, and I admit it 
shook me. You can perceive for yourselves that 
it shook me. 


Mrs. Cutver. But what? 


Cutver. The New Year’s Honours List—or 
rather a few choice selections from the more 
sensational parts of it. 


Enter Hildegarde. 


Mrs. Cutver. Arthur, what do you mean? 
(To Hildegarde, in despair.) My chick, your 
father grows more and more puzzling every day! 
How well that shawl suits you! You look quite 
a different girl. But you’ve—(arranges the shawl 
on Hildegarde) I really don’t know what your 
father has on his mind! I really don’t! 


Joun (impatient of this feminine manifestation). 
Oh, dad, go on. Goon! I want to get at the 
bottom of this titles business. I’m hanged if I 
can understand it. What strikes me as an un- 
prejudiced observer is that titles are supposed to 
be such a terrific honour, and yet the people who 
deal them out scarcely ever keep any for them- 
selves. Look at Mr. Gladstone, for instance. 
He must have made about forty earls and seven 
thousand baronets in his time. Now if I wasa 
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Prime Minister, and I believed in titles—which I 
jolly well don’t—I should make myself a duke 
right off; and I should have several marquises 
and viscounts round me in the Cabinet like a sort 
of bodyguard, and my private secretaries would 
have to be knights. There’d be some logic in 
that arrangement anyhow. 


Cutver. In view of your political career, 
John, will you mind if I give you a brief lesson 
on elementary politics—though you are on your 
holidays? 


Joun (easily). I’m game. 


Curver. What is the first duty of modern 
Governments? 


Joun. To govern. 


Cutver. My innocent boy. I thought better 
of you. I know that you look on the venerable 
Mr. Tranto as a back number, and I suspect that 
Mr. Tranto in his turn regards me as prehistoric ; 
and yet you are so behind the times as to imagine 
that the first duty of modern Governments is to 
govern! My dear Rip van Winkle, wake up. 
The first duty of a Government is to live. It has 
no right to be a Government at all unlesss it is 
convinced that if it fell the country would go to 
everlasting smash. Hence its first duty is to 
survive. In order to survive it must do three 
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things—placate certain interests, influence votes, 
and obtain secret funds. All these three things 
can be accomplished by the ingenious institution 
of Honours. Only the simple-minded believe 
that Honours are given to honour. Honours are 
given to save the life of the Government. Hence 
the Honours List. Examine the Honours List 
and you can instantly tell how the Government 
feels in its inside. When the Honours List is 
full of rascals, millionaires, and—er—chumps, 
you may be quite sure that the Government is 


dangerously ill. 


Tranto. But that amounts to what we've 
been saying in The Echo to-day. 


Cutver. Yes, I’ve read the The Echo. 


Joun. I thought you never had a free moment 
at the office—always rushed to death—at least 
that’s the mater’s theory. 


Curver. I’ve read The Echo, and my one 
surprise is that you’re here to-night, Tranto. 


Tranto. Why? 


Curver. I quite thought you’d have been 
shoved into the Tower under the Defence of the 
Realm Act. Or Sampson Straight, anyway. 
(Hildegarde starts.) Your contributor has com- 
mitted the unpardonable sin of hitting the nail on 
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the head. He might almost have seen an advance 
copy of the Honours List. 


Tranto. He hadn’t. Nor had I. Who’s in 
it? 


Cutver. You might ask who isn’t in it. 
(Taking a paper from his pocket.) Well, Gentletie’s 
in it. He gets a knighthood. 


Tranto. Never heard of him. Who is he? 


Hirpecarbe. Oh, yes, you’ve heard of him. 
(John glances at her severely.) He's M.P. for some 
earthly paradise or other in the South Riding. 


Tranto. Oh! 


Cutver. Perhaps I might read you something 
written by my private secretary—he’s one of these 
literary wags. You see there’s been a demand 
that the Government should state clearly, in every 
case of an Honour, exactly what services the 
Honour is given for. This (taking paper from his 
pocket) is supposed to be the stuff sent round to 
the Press by the Press Bureau. (Reads.) ‘Mr. 
Gentletie has gradually made a solid reputation 
for himself as the dullest man in the House of 
Commons. Whenever he rises to his feet the 
House empties as if by magic. In cases of incon- 
venience, when the Government wishes abruptly 
to close a debate by counting out the House, it 
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has invariably put up Mr. Gentletie to speak, 
The device has never been known to fail. Nobody 
can doubt that Mr. Gentletie’s patriotic devotion 
to the Allied cause well merits the knighthood 
which is now bestowed on him.’ 


Joun (astounded.) Stay me with flagons! 
Tranto. So that’s that! And who else? 
Curver. Another of your per uncles. 


Tranto. Well, that’s not very startling, seeing 
that my uncle’s chief daily organ is really a de- 
partment of the Government. 


Joun. What I say is— 


HiLpecarve (simultaneously with John). Wouldn’t 
it be more correct—(continuing alone) wouldn’t it 
be more correct to say that the Government is 
really a department of your uncle’s chief daily 
organ? 


Joun. Hilda, old girl, 1 wish you wouldn’t 


interrupt. Cookery’s your line. 


Hivpecarpe. Sorry, Johnnie. I see I was in 
danger of becoming unsexed. 


Curver (fo John). Yes? You were about to 


say? - 
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Joun. Oh, nothing. 


Cu.ver (# Tranto). Shall I read the passage 
on your uncle? 


Tranto. Don’t trouble. Who’s the next? 


Cutver. The next is—Ullivant, munitions 
manufacturer. Let me see. (Reads.) ‘By the 
simple means of saying that the cost price of shells 
was eighteen shillings and ninepence each, whereas 
it was in fact only ten shillings and ninepence, 
Mr. Joshua Ullivant has made a fortune of two 
million pounds during the war. He has given a 
hundred thousand to the Prince of Wales’s Fund, 
a hundred thousand to the Red Cross, and a 
hundred thousand to the party funds. Total net 
profit on the war, one million seven hundred 
thousand pounds, not counting the peerage which 
is now bestowed upon him, and which it must be 
admitted is a just reward for his remarkable busi- 
ness acumen,’ 


Tranto. Very agreeable fellow Ullivant is, 
nevertheless. 


Curver. Oh, he is. They’re most of them 
too damned agreeable for anything, Another 
prominent name is Orlando Bush. 


Tranto. Ah! 
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Mrs. Cutver. I’ve met his wife. She dances 
beautifully at charity matinees. 


Curver. No doubt. But apparently that’s 
not the reason. 


Tranto. I know Orlando. I’ve just bought 
the serial rights of his book. 


Curver. Have you paid him? 
Tranto. No. 


Cutver. How wise of you! (Reads). ‘Mr. 
Orlando Bush has written a historical sketch, with 
many circumstantial details, of the political origins 
of the present Government. For his forbearance 
in kindly consenting to withold publication until 
the end of the war Mr. Bush receives a 
well-earned ’— 


Tranto. What? 
Cutver. Knighthood. 
Tranto. Cheap! But what a sell for me! 


Cutver. Now, ladies and gentlemen, the last 
name with which I will trouble you is that of Mr. 
James Brill. 


Tranto. Not Jimmy Brill! 


Curver. Jimmy Brill. 
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Tranto. But he’s a— 


Cutver. Stop, my dear Tranto. No crude 
phrases, please. (Reads). ‘Mr. James Brill, to 
use the language of metaphor, possessed a pistol, 
which pistol he held point blank at the head of the 
Government. The Government has thought it 
wise to purchase Mr. James Brill’s pistol—’ 


Tranto. But he’s a— 


CuLver (raising a hand). He is merely the 
man with the pistol, and in exchange for the pistol 
he gets a baronetcy. 


Tranto. A baronetcy! 


Curver. His title and pistol will go rattling 
down the ages, my dear Tranto, from generation 
to generation. For the moment the fellow’s name 
stinks, but only for the moment. In the nostrils 
of his grandson (third baronet), it will have a most 
sweet odour. 


Mrs. Cutver. But all this is perfectly shocking. 


Cutver. Now I hope you comprehend my 
emotion, darling. 


Mrs. Cutver But surely there are some nice 
names on the List. 
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CuLtver. Ofcourse. There have to be some 
nice names, for the sake of the psychological effect 
on the public mind on New Year’s Day. The 
public looks for a good name, or for a name it can 
understand. It skims down the List till it sees 
one. Then it says: ‘Ah! That’s not so bad!’ 
Then it skims down further till it sees another one, 
and it says again: ‘Ah! That’s not so bad!’ 
And so on. So that with about five or six decent 
names you can produce the illusion that after all 
the List is really rather good. 


Hiipecarpe. The strange thing to me is that 
decent people condescend to receive titles at all. 


Mrs. Cutver. Bravo, Hildegarde! Yes, if 
it’s so bad as you make out, Arthur, why do 
decent people take Honours? 


Curver. I'll tell you. Decent people have 
wives, and their wives lead them by the nose. - 
That’s why decent people take Honours. 


Mrs. Cutver. Well, I think it’s monstrous! 


Cutver. Soitis. I’ve been a Conservative all 
my life; 1 am a Conservative. I swear I am. 
And yet, now when I look back, I’m amazed at 
the things I used to do. Why, once I actually 
voted against a candidate who stood for the reform 
of the House of Lords. Seems incredible. This 
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war is changing my ideas. (Suddenly, after a slight 
pause.) I’m dashed if I don’t join the Labour party 
and ask Ramsay Macdonald to lunch. 


Enter Parlourmaid, back. 


PaRLOURMAID. You are wanted on the tele- 
phone, madam. 


Mrs. Cutver. Oh, Arthur! (Pass him on the 
shoulder as she goes out.) 
(Exit Mrs. Culver and Parlourmaid, back.) 


Cutver. -Hildegarde, go and see if you can 
hurry up dinner. 


Hipecarpe. No one could. 


Cutver. Never mind, go and see. (Exit 
Hildegarde, back.) John, just take these keys, 
and get some cigars out of the cabinet, you know, 
Partagas. 


Joun. Oh! Isita Partaga night? (Exit, back.) 


CuLverR (watching the door close). Tranto, we 
are conspirators. 


Tranto. You and I? 


Cutver. Yes. But we must have no secrets. 
Who wrote that article in The Echo? Who is 
Sampson Straight? 
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TRrantTo (temporising, lightly), You remind me 
of the man with the pistol. 


Cuiver. Is it Hildegarde? 
Tranto. How did you guess? 


Cutver. Well; first, I knew my daughter ~ 
couldn’t be the piffling lunatic who does your war 
cookery articles. Second, I asked myself: What 
reason has she for pretending to be that piffling 
lunatic? Third, I have an exceedingly high 
opinion of my daughter’s brains. Fourth, she 
gave a funny start just now when I mentioned the 
idea of Sampson Straight going to the Tower. 


Tranto. Perhaps I ought to explain— 


Cutver. No you oughn’t. There’s no time. 
I simply wanted a bit of information. I’ve got it. 
Now I have a bit of information for you. I’ve 
been offered a place in this beautiful Honours 
List. Baronetcy! Me! Iam put on the same 
high plane as Mr. James Brill, the unspeakable. 
The formal offer hasn’t actually arrived—it’s late ; 
I expect the letter ll be here in the morning—but 
] know for a fact I’m in the List for a baronetcy. 


Tranto. Well, I congratulate you. 


Cutver. You'd better not. 


D 49 


Tranto. You deserve more than a baronetcy. 
Your department has been a striking success—one 


of the very few in the whole length of Whitehall. 


Cutver. I know my department has been a 
success. But that’s not why I’m offered a baronetcy. 
Good heavens, I haven’t even spoken to any mem- 
ber of the War Cabinet yet. I’ve been trying to 
for about a year, but in spite of powerful influences 
to help me I’ve never been able to bring off a 
meeting with the mandarins. No! I’m offered 
a baronetcy because I’m respectable; I’m decent; 
and at the last moment they thought the List 
looked a bit too thick—so they pushed me in. 
One of their brilliant afterthoughts! ... No 
damned merit about the thing, I can tell you! 


Tranto. Do you mean you intend to refuse? 


Cutver. Do you mean you ever imagined that 
I should accept? Me, in the same galley with 
Brill—who daren’t go into his own clubs—and 
Ullivant, and a few more pretty nearly as bad! 
Of course, I shall refuse. Nothing on earth would 
induce me to accept. Nothing! (More ca/mly.) 
Mind you, | don’t blame the Government; probably 
the Government can’t help itself. Therefore the 
Government must be helped; and sometimes the 
best way to help a fellow creature is to bring 
him to his senses by catching him one across 
the jaw. 
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Tranto. Why are you making a secret of it? 
The offer is surely bound to come out. 


Cutver. Ofcourse. I’m only making a secret 
of it for the moment, while I prepare the domestic 
ground for my refusal. 


Tranto. You wish me to understand— 


Cutver. You know what women are. (With 
caution.) 1 speak of the sex in general. 


Tranto. I see. 
Cutver. That’s all right. 


Tranto. Well, if 1 mayn’t congratulate you 
on the title, let me congratulate you on your 
marvellous skill in this delicate operation of pre- 
paring the domestic ground for your refusal of the 
title. Your success is complete, absolute. 


Cutver (sardonic). Complete? Absolute? 


Tranto. You have—er—jockeyed Mrs.—er— 
the sex into committing itself quite definitely 
against titles. Hence I look on your position as 
impregnable. s 


Cutver. Good heavens, Tranto! How old 
are you? 


TranTo. Twenty-five. 
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Cutver. A quarter of a century—and you 
haven’t learnt that no position is impregnable 
against—er—the sex! You never know where 
the offensive will come, nor when, nor how. The 
offensive is bound to be a surprise. You aren’t 
married. When you are you'll soon find out that 
being a husband is a whole-time job. That's why 
so many husbands fail. They can’t give their 
entire attention to it. Tranto, my position must 
be still further strengthened—during dinner. It 
can’t be strengthened too much. I’ve brought 
you into the conspiracy because you’re on the spot 
and I want you to play up. 


Tranto. Certainly, sir. 


Cutver. The official letter might come by to- 
night’s post. If it does, a considerable amount 
of histrionic skill will be needed. 


Tranto. Trust me for that. 


Curver. Oh! I do! Indeed I fancy after 
all I’m fairly safe. There’s only one danger. 


Tranto. Yes? 


Cutver. My—I mean the sex, must hear of 
' the offered title from me first. If the news came 
to her indirectly she’d— 

Enter Mrs. Culver rapidly, back. 
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Mrs. Curver (rushing to him). Darling! 
Dearest! What a tease you are! You needn't 
pretend any longer. Lady Prockter has just , 
whispered to me over the telephone that you’re 
to have a baronetcy. Of course she’d be bound 
to know. She said I might tell you. I never 
dreamed of atitle. I’m so glad. Oh! But you 
areatease! (Kisses him enthusiastically.) 


CURTAIN. 
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The next day, after dinner. 
Culver and Parlourmaid. 


CuLveR (handing Parlourmaid a fetter). That’s 
for the post. Is Miss Starkey here? 


PaRLOURMAID. Yes, sir. She is waiting. 


Cutver. Ask her to be good enough to keep 
on waiting. She may come in when | ring twice. 
~~ 


PaRLoURMAID. Yes, sir. 
Enter Mrs. Culver, back. 


Mrs. Cutver (¢o Parlourmaid, stopping her as 
she goes out, dramatically), Give me that letter. 
(She snatches the letter from the Parlourmaid.) You 
can go. (Culver rises.) (Exit Parlourmaid.) 


Mrs. Cutver. I am determined to make a 
stand this time. 


Cuxver (soothingly). So I see, darling. 
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Mrs. Cutver. I have given way to you all my 
life. But I won’t give way now. This letter 
shall not go. 


Cutver. As you like, darling. 


Mrs. Curver. No. (She tears the envelope 
open, wihout having looked at it, and throws the letter 
into the fire. In doing so she lets fall a cheque.) 


Cutver (rising and picking up the cheque). Vl 


keep the cheque as a memento. 
Mrs. Cutver. Cheque? What cheque? 


- Cutver. Darling, once in the old, happy days 
—I think it was last week—you and I were walk- 
ing down Bond Street, almost hand in hand, but 
not quite, and you saw a brooch in a shop window. 
You simply had to have that brooch. I offered it 
to you for a Christmas present. You are wearing 
it now, and very well it suits you. This (indicating 
the cheque) was to pay the bill. 


Mrs. Cutver. Arthur! 


Cutver. Moral: Look before you burn. Miss 
Starkey will now have to write a fresh letter. 


Mrs. Curver. Arthur! You must forgive me. 
I’m in a horrid state of nerves, and you said you 
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were positively going to write to Lord Woking 
to-night to refuse the title. 


Curver. I did say so. 


Mrs. Cutver (hopefully). But you haven't 
written? 


Cutver. I haven't. 


Mrs. Cutver. You don’t know how relieved 
lam! 


CuLvER (sitting down, drawing her to him, and 
setting her on his knee). \nfant! Cherub! Angel! 
Dove! . . . Devil! (Caressing her.) Are we 
friends ? 


Mrs. Cutver. It kills me to quarrel with you. 
(They kiss.) 


Curver. Darling, we are absurd. 
Mrs. Cutver. I don’t care. 


Cutver. Supposing that anyone came in and 
caught us! 


Mrs. Cutver. Well, we’re married. 


Cutver. But it’s so long since. Hildegarde’s 
twenty-one! John, seventeen! 


59 


Mrs. Cutver. It seems to me like yesterday. 
Cutver. Yes,you’re incurably a girl. 
Mrs. Cutver. I’m not. 


Cutver. Youare. And I’ma boy. I say we 
are absurd. We're continually absurd. We were 
absurd all last evening when we pretended before 
the others, with the most disastrous results, that 
nothing was the matter. We were still more 
absurd when we went to our twin beds and argued 
savagely with each other from bed to bed until 
four o’clock this morning. Do you know that I 
had exactly one hour and fifty-five minutes’ sleep? 
(Yawns.) Do you know that owing to extreme 
exhaustion my behaviour at my office to-day has 
practically lost the war? But the most absurd 
thing of all was you trying to do the Roman 
matron business at dinner to-night. Mind you, 
I adore you for being absurd, but— 


Mrs. Cu.ver (very endearingly, putting her hand 
on his mouth). Dearest, you needn’t continue. I 
know you're wiser and stronger than me in every 
way. But I love that. Most women wouldn’t; 
but Ido. (Kisses him.) Oh! I’m so glad you've 
at last seen the force of my arguments about the 
title. 
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CuLvER (gently warning). Now, now! You're 
behaving like a journalist. 


Mrs. Cutver. Likea journalist? 


Curver. Journalists say a thing that they know 
isn’t true, in the hope that if they keep on saying 
it long enough it wi// be true. 


Mrs. Cutver. But you do see the force of my 
arguments ! 


Cutver. Quite. But I also see the force of 
mine, and, as an impartial judge, I’m bound to 
say that yours aren’t in it with mine. 


' 
Mrs. Cutver. Then you've refused the title 
after all? 


CuLver (ingratiatingly). No. I told you I 
hadn’t. But I’m going to. I was just thinking 
over the terms of the fatal letter to Lord Woking 
when you came in. Starkey is now waiting for 
me to dictate it. You see it positively must be 
posted to-night. 


Mrs. Cutver (springing from his knee). Arthur, 
you're playing with me! 


Cutver. No doubt. Like a mouse plays with 
a cat. 
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Mrs. Cutver. Surely it has occurred to you— 


Cutver (firmly, but very pleasantly). Stop! You 
had till four o’clock this morning to deliver all 
your arguments. You aren’t going to begin again. 
I understand you've stayed in bed all day. Quite 
right! But if you stayed in bed merely to think 
of fresh arguments while I’ve been slaving away 
at the office for my country, I say you’re taking 
an unfair advantage of me, and I won’t have it. 


Mrs. Cutver (with dignity). No. I haven't 
any fresh arguments; and if I had, I shouldn’t 
say what they were. 


Cutver. Oh! Why? 


Mrs. Cutver. Because | can see it’s useless to 
argue with a man like you. 


Cutver. Now that’s what I call better news 
from the Front. 


Mrs. Cutver. I was only going to say this. 
Surely it has occurred to you that on patriotic 
grounds alone you oughtn’t to refuse the title. I 
quite agree that Honours have been degraded. 
Quite! The thing surely is to try and make 
them respectable again. And how are they ever 
to be respectable if respectable men refuse them ? 
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Cutver. This looks to me suspiciously like an 
argument. 


Mrs. Curver. Not at all. It’s simply a 
question. 


Cutver. Well, the answer is, I don’t want 
Honours to be respectable any more. Proverb: 
When fish has gone bad ten thousand decent men 
can’t take away the stink. 


Mrs. Cutver. Now you're insulting your 
country. I know you often pretend your country’s 
the slackest place on earth, but it’s only pretence. 
You don’t really think so. The truth is that 
inside you you're positively conceited about your 
country. You think it’s the greatest country that 
ever was. And so it is. And yet when your 
country offers you this honour you talk about bad 
fish. I say it’s an insult to Great Britain. 


Cutver. Great Britain hasn’t offered me 
any title. The fact is that there are a couple of 
shrewd fellows up a devil of a tree in Whitehall, 
and they’re waving a title at me in the hope that 
I shall come and stand under the tree so that they 
can get down by putting their dirty boots on my 
shoulders. Well, I’m not going to be a ladder. 


Mrs. Cutver. 1 wish you wouldn’t try to be 
funny. 
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Cutver. I’m not ¢rying to be funny. I am 
being funny. 


Mrs. Cutver. You might be serious for once. 


Curver. Iam serious. Beneath this amusing 
and delightful exterior, there is hidden the most 
serious, determined, resolute, relentless, inexorable, 
immovable man that ever breathed. And let me 
tell you something else, my girl—something I 
haven’t mentioned before because of my nice 
feelings. What has this title affair got to do with 
you? What the dickens has it got to do with 
you? The title isn’t offered as a reward for your 
work; it’s offered as a reward for my work. You 
aren't the Controller of Accounts. J happen to be 
the Controller of Accounts. I have decided to 
refuse the title, and I shall refuse it. Nothing 
will induce me to accept it. Do I make myself 
clear, or (smiling affectionately) am I lost in a mist 
of words? 


Mrs. Cutver (suddenly furious). You are a 
brute. You always were. You never think of 
anybody but yourself. My life has been one long 
sacrifice, and you know it perfectly well. Perfectly 
well! You talk about your work. What about 
my work? Why! You’d be utterly useless 
without me. You can’t even look after your own 
collars. Could you go down to your ridiculous 
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office without a collar? I’ve done everything for 
you, everything! And now! (Weeping). 1 
can’t even be called ‘my lady.’ I only wanted to 
hear the parlourmaid call me ‘my lady.’ It seems 
a simple enough thing— 


CuLver (persuasively and softly, trying to seize 
her). You divine little snob! 


Mrs. Cutver (in a supreme, blazing outbreak 
escaping him). Let mealone! I told you at the 
start I should never give way. And I never will. 
Never! If you send that letter of refusal, do you 
know what I shall do? I shall go and see the War 
Cabinet myself. I shall tell them you don’t mean 
it. Il make the most horrible scandal... . 


When I think of the Duke of Wellington— 


Cutver (surprised and alarmed). The Duke of 
Wellington? 


Mrs, Cutver (drawing herself up at the door, L). 
The Duke of Wellington didn’t refuse a title! 
Hildegarde shall sleep in our room, and you can 
have hers ! (Exit violently, L.) 


CuLveER (intimidated, as she goes). Look here, 
hurricane! (He rushes out after her.) 


Enter Hildegarde and Tranto, back. 
E 65 


Hirpecarpe (seeing the room empty). Well, I 
thought I heard them. 


Tranto (catching noise of high words from the 
boudoir). 1 fancy I do hear them. 


Hirpzcarpe. Perhaps we'd better go. 


Tranto. But I want to speak to you—just 
for a moment. 


HILDEGARDE (moving uneasily). What about? 


Tranto. I don’t know. Anything. It doesn’t 
matter what . . . I don’t hear them now. 


HIILpeGarDE (“stening and hearing nothing; re- 
assured). 1 should have thought you wouldn’t 
have wanted to come here any more for a long 
time. 


Tranto. Why? 


Hirpecarpe. After the terrible experiences 
of last night, during dinner and after dinner. 


Tranto. The general constraint? 
HILvecarpDe. The general constraint. 


Tranto. The awkwardness? 
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Hivpecarpe. The awkwardness. 


Tranto. The frightful silences and the forced 


conversations? 
HILpEGARDE (nods). Why did you come? 
Tranto. Well— 


Hixrpecarpeg. 1| suppose you're still confined 
to this house. 


TRANTO (in a new confidential tone). 1 wish 
you’d treat me as your father does. 


Hitpecarpbe. But of course I will— 


Tranto. That’s fine. He treats me as an 
intimate friend. 


Hitpecarpe. But you must treat me as you 
treat papa. 


Tranto (slightly dashed). Vl try. I might 
tell you that I had two very straight talks with 
your father last night. 


Hitpecarpe. Two? 


Tranto. Yes; one before dinner, and the 
other just before I left—when you’d gone to bed. 
He began them—both of them. 
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Hirpecarpe. Oh! So that you may be said 
to know the whole situation. 


Tranto. Yes. Up to last thing last night, 
that is. 


Hirpecarpe. Since then it’s developed on 
normal lines. What do you think of it? 


Tranto. I adore your mother, but I think 
your father’s quite right. 


Hivpecarve. Well, naturally! I take that 
for granted. I was expecting something rather 
more original. 


Tranto. You shall have it. I think that you 
and I are very largely responsible for the situa- 
tion. I think our joint responsibility binds us 
inextricably together. 


Hixtpecarpe. Mr. Tranto! 


Tranto. Certainly. There’s no doubt in my 
mind that your father was enormously influenced 
by Sampson Straight’s article on the Honours 
scandal. In fact he told meso. And seeing that 
you wrote it and I published it— 


HiipecarpbeE (a/armed). You didn’t tell him 
I’m Sampson Straight? 
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Tranto. Can you imagine me doing such a 
thing? 


Hirpecarpgr. I hope not. Shall I tell you 
what J think of the situation? 


Tranto. I wish you would. 


Hirpecarpe. I think such situations would 
never arise if parents weren’t so painfully un- 
romantic. I’m not speaking particularly of papa 
and mamma. I mean all parents. But take 
mamma. She’s absolutely matter-of-fact. And 
papa’s nearly as bad. Of course I know they’re 
always calling each other by pet names; but that’s 
mere camouflage for their matter-of-factness. 
Whereas if they both had in them a little of sthe 
real romance of life—everything would be different. 
At the same time I needn’t say that in this affair 
that we're now in the middle of—there’s no 
question of ratiocination. 


Tranto. Of what? 


Hizrpecarpe. Ratiocination. Reasoning. On 
either side. 


Tranto. Oh no! 


Hirpecarpe. It’s simply a question of mutual 
attitude, isn’t it? Now, if only—. But there! 
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What’s the use? Parents are like that, poor 
dears! They have forgotten! (With emphasis.) 
They have forgotten—what makes life worth 
living. 


Tranto. You mean, for instance, your mother 
never sits on your father’s knee. 


Hivpecarbe (bravely, after hesitation). Yes! 
Crudely—that’s what I do mean. 


Tranto. Miss Hildegarde, you are the most 
marvellous girl lever met. Youare, really! You 
seem to combine all qualities. It’s amazing to 
me. I’m more and more astounded. Every time 
I come here there’s a fresh revelation. Now you 
mention romance. I’m glad you mentioned it 
first. But I saw it first. I saw it in your eyes 
the first time l ever met you. Yes! Miss Hilda, 
do you see it in mine? Look. Look closely. 
(Approaching her.) Because it’s there. I must 
tell you. I can’t wait any longer. (Feeling for 
her hand, vainly.) 


Hi.pecarDe (drawing back). Mr. Tranto, is 
this the way you treat father? 


Enter Mr. Culver, back. 


Cuiver (quickly). Hilda, go to your mother. 
She’s upstairs. 
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Hitpecarbe. What am I to do? 


Curver. I don’t know. (With meaning.) Think 
what the sagacious Sampson Straight would do, 
and do that. 


(Hildegarde gives a sharp look first at Culver, and 
then at Tranto, and exit, back.) 


CuLveR (turning to Tranto). My dear fellow, 
the war is practically over. 


Tranto. Good heavens! There was nothing 
on the tape when I left the Club. 


Cutver. Oh! I don’t mean your war. I 
mean the twenty-two years’ war. 


Tranto. The twenty-two years’ war? 


Cutver. My married life. Over! Finished! 
Napoo ! | 


Tranto. Do you know what you’re saying? 


Cutver. Look here, Tranto. You and I don’t 
belong to the same generation. In fact, if I'd 
started early enough I might have been your 
father. But we got so damned intimate last 
night, and I’m in such a damned hole, and you're 
so damned wise, that I feel I must talk to you. 
Not that it’ll be any use. 


We 


Tranto. But what’s the matter? 


Cutver. The matter is—keeping a woman in 
the house. 


Tranto. Mr. Culver! You don’t mean— 


Cutver. I mean my wife—of course. I’ve 
just had the most ghastly rumpus with my wife. 
It was divided into two acts. The first took place 
here, the second in the boudoir (indicating boudoir). 
The second act was the shortest but the worst. 


Tranto. But what was it all about? 


Cutver. Now for heaven’s sake don’t ask 
silly questions. You know perfectly well what 
it was about. It was about the baronetcy. I 
have decided to refuse that baronetcy, and my 
wife has refused to let me refuse it. 


Tranto. But what are her arguments? 


Cutver. I’ve implored you once not to ask 
silly questions. ‘What are her arguments’ 
indeed! She hasn’t got any arguments. You 
know that. You're too wise not to know it. 
She merely wants the title, that’s all. 


Tranto. And how did the second act end? 


Cutver. I don’t quite remember. 
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Tranto. Let me suggest that you sit down. 
(Culver sizs.) Thanks. Now I’ve always gathered 
from my personal observation, that you, if I may 
say so, are the top dog here when it comes to the 
point—the crowned head, as it were. 


Cutver. Uneasy lies the head that wears a 
crown. At least, it did last night, and I shall be 
greatly surprised if it doesn’t to-night. 


Tranto. Naturally. A crown isn’t a night- 
cap. But you are the top dog. In the last resort, 
what you say, goes. That is so, isn’t it? I only 
want to be clear. 


Cutver. Yes, I think that’s pretty right. 


Tranto. Well, you have decided on public 
grounds, and as a question of principle, to refuse 
the title. You intend to refuse it. 


Cutver. I—I do. 
Tranto. Nobody can stop you from refusing it. 
Cutver. Nobody. 


Tranto. Mrs. Culver can’t stop you from 
refusing it? 


Cu.ver. Certainly not. It concerns me alone. 
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Tranto. Well, then, where is the difficulty? 
A rumpus—I think you said. What of that? 
My dear Mr. Culver, believe me, I have seen far 
more of marriage than you have. You're only a 
married man. I’m a bachelor, and I’ve assisted 
at scores of married lives. A rumpus is nothing. 
At passes—and leaves the victor more firmly estab- 
~ lished than ever before. 


Cutver (rising). Don’t talk to me of rumpuses. 
I know all about rumpuses. This one is an arch- 
rumpus. ‘This one is like no other rumpus that 
ever was. It’s something new in my vast experi- 
ence. I shall win. I have won. But at what cost? 
(With effect.) The cost may be that I shall never 
kiss the enemy again. The whole domestic future 
is in grave jeopardy. 


Tranto. Seriously? 
Cutver. Seriously. 
Tranto. Then you musn’t win. 


Curver. But what about my public duty? 
What about my principles? I can’t sacrifice my 
principles. 


Tranto. Why not? 
Cutver. I never have. 
Tranto. How old are you? 
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Cutver. Forty-four. 


Tranto. And you've never sacrificed a 
principle? 


CuLtver. Never. 


Tranto. Then it’s high time you began. And 
you'd better begin, before it’s too late. Besides, 
there are no principles in married life. 


Cutver. Tranto, you are remarkable. How 
did you find that out? 


Tranto. I’ve often noticed it. 


Curver. It’s a profound truth. It throws a 
new light on the entire situation. 


Tranto. It does. 


Cutver. Then you deliberately advise me to 
give way about the title? 


Tranto. Ido. 


Curver. Strange! (Casually.) I had thought 
of doing so, but I never dreamt you'd agree, and 
I’d positively determined to act on your advice. 
You know, you’re taking an immense responsi- 
bility. 
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Tranto. I can bear that. What I couldn’t 
bear is any kind of real trouble in this house. 


Cutver. Why? What’s it got to do with 


you? 


Tranto. Nothing! Nothing! Only my 


abstract interest in the institution of marriage. 


Cuxver (ringing the bell twice). Ah, well, after 
all, I’m not utterly beaten yet. Ive quite half an 
hour before post goes, and I shall fight to the last 
ditch. 


TrantTo. But hasn’t Mrs. Culver retired ? 
GULVER.= +) es: 


Tranto. May I suggest that it would be 
mistaken tactics to—er—run after her? 


Cutver. It would. 
Tranto. Well then? 
Cutver. She will return. 


Tranto. How do you know? 

Cutver. She always does. . . . No, Tranto, 
I may yet get peace on my own terms. You see 
I’m an accountant. No ordinary people, accoun- 
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tants! For one thing they make their money by 
counting other people’s. I’ve known accountants 
do marvellous stunts. 


Enter Miss Starkey, back. 
Tranto. I'll leave you. 


Cutver. You'll find John somewhere about. 

I shan’t be so very long—lI hope. Miss Starkey, 

kindly take down these two letters. How much 
time have we before post goes? 

(Exit Tranto, back.) 


Miss Starkey. Forty minutes. 

Cutver. Excellent. 

Miss Starkey (indicating some papers which she 
has brought). These things ought to be attended 
to to-night. 


Cutver. Possibly. But they won't be. 


Miss Starkey. The Rosenberg matter is very 
urgent. He leaves for Glasgow to-morrow. 


Cutver. I wish he’d leave for Berlin. I won’t 
touch it to-night. Please take down these two 
letters. 


Hh 


Miss Starkey. Then it will be necessary for 
you to be at the office at 9.30 in the morning. 


Cutver. I decline to be at the office at 9.30 
in the morning. 


Miss Starkey. ButI’vean appointment for you. 
T was afraid you wouldn’t do anything to-night. 


Cuxver (resigned). Very well! Very well! 
Tell them to call me, and see cook about break- 
fast. (Beginning to dictate.) ‘My dear Lord 
Woking ’— 


Miss Starkey (sitting). Excuse me, is this 
letter about the title? 


Cutver. Yes. 


Miss Starxzy. Then it ought to be an auto- 
graph letter. That’s the etiquette. 


Cutver. How do you know? 
Miss STaRKEY. General knowledge. 


Cutver. In this case the rule will be broken. 
That’s flat. 


Miss Starkey. Then I must imitate your 
handwriting. 


Cutver. Can you? 
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Miss Starkey. You ought to know, Mr. 
Culver—by this time. 


Cutver. I don’t know officially. However, 
have your own way. Forge the whole thing, 
signature and all. I don’t care. ‘My dear Lord 
Woking. Extreme pressure of—er—government 
business has compelled me to leave till last thing 
to-night my reply to your letter in which you are 
good enough to communicate to me the offer of a 
baronetcy. I cannot adequately express to you 
my sense of the honour in contemplation, but, 
comma, for certain personal reasons with which I 
need not trouble you, comma, I feel bound, with 
the greatest respect and the greatest gratitude, to 
ask to be allowed to refuse. (Miss Starkey shows 
emotion.) Iam sure 1 can rely on you to convey 
my decision to the proper quarter with all your 
usual tact. Believe me, my dear Lord Woking, 
Cordially yours.’ (Zo Miss Starkey.) What in 
heaven’s name is the matter with you? 


Miss Starkey. Mr. Culver. I shall have to 
give you a month’s notice. 


Cutver (staggered). Have—have you gone 
mad too? 


Miss Starkey. Not that I am aware of. But 
I must give a month’s notice—for certain personal 
reasons with which I need not trouble you. 
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Cutver. Young woman, you know that you 
are absolutely indispensable to me. You know 
that without you I should practically cease to exist. 
I am quite open with you as to that-—and as to 
everything. You are acquainted with the very 
depths of my character and the most horrible 
secrets of my life. I conceal nothing from you, 
and I demand that you conceal nothing from me. 
What are your reasons for giving me notice in 
this manner? & 


Miss Srarxey. My self respect would not 
allow me to remain with a gentleman who had 
refused a title. Oh, Mr. Culver, to be the private 
secretary to a baronet has been my life’s dream. 
And—and—I have just had the offer of a place 
where a peerage is in prospect. Still, I wouldn’t 
have taken even that if you had not—if you had 
not—(controlling herself, coldly). Kindly accept my 
notice. I give it at once because I shall have no 
time to lose for the peerage. 


Cutver. Miss Starkey, you drive me to the 
old, old conclusion—all women are alike. 


Miss Srarxey. Then my leaving will cause 
you no inconvenience, because you'll easily get 
another girl exactly like me. 


Cutver. You are a heartless creature. (In an 
ordinary voice.) Did we finish the first letter? 
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This is the second one. (Dictates.) ‘My dear 
Lord Woking ’— 


Miss Srarkey. But you've just given me that 
one. 


CuLveR (jfirmly.) ‘My dear Lord Woking.’ 
Go on the same as the first one down to ‘I 
cannot adequately express to you my sense of the 
honour in contemplation.” ‘Full stop. I need 
hardly say that, in spite of my feeling that I have 
done only too little to deserve it, 1 accept it with 
the greatest pleasure and the greatest gratitude. 
Believe me, etc.’ 


Miss Starkey. But— 


Cutver. Don’t imagine that your giving me 
notice has affected me in the slightest degree. It 
has not. I told you I had two letters. I have 
not yet decided whether to accept or refuse the 
title. (Enter Mrs. Culver, Zack.) Go and copy 
both letters and bring them in to me in a quarter 
of an hour, whether I ring or not. That will give 
you plenty of time for post. Now—run! (Exit 
Miss Starkey, back. Culver rises, clears his throat, 
and obviously braces himself for a final effort of firm- 
ness. Mrs. Culver calmly rearranges some flowers in 
a vase.) Well, my dear, I was expecting you. 
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Mrs. Curver (very sweetly). Arthur, I was 
wrong. 


Cutver (startled). Good God! (Mrs. Culver 
bends down to examine the upholstery of a chair. 
Culver gives a gesture, first of triumph, and then of 
apprehension.) 


Mrs. Cutver (looking straight at him). 1 say I 


was wrong. 
Cutver (lightly, but uneasily). Ohno! Oh no! 


Mrs. Cutver. Of course I don’t mean wrong 
in my arguments about the title. Not for a 
moment. I mean I was wrong not to sacrifice 
my own point of view. I’m only a woman, and 
it’s the woman’s place to submit. So I do submit. 
Naturally I shall always bea true wife to you, but— 


Cutver. Now child, don’t begin to talk like 
that. I don’t mind reading novels, but I won’t 
have raw lumps of them thrown a/ me. 


Mrs. Cutver (with a gentle smile). 1 must talk 
like this. I shall do everything I can to make 
you comfortable, and I hope nobody, and especi- 
ally not the poor children, will notice any difference 
in our relations. 


CuLvgr (advancing, with a sort of menace). But? 
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Mrs. Cutver. But things can never be the 
same again. 


Curver. I knew the confounded phrase was 
coming. I knew it. I’ve read it scores of times. 
(Picking up the vase.) Hermione, if you continue 
in that strain, I will dash this vase into a thousand 
fragments. 


Mrs. CuLver (guietly taking the vase from him 
and putting it down). Arthur, I could have forgiven 
you everything. What do I care—really—about 
atitle? (Falsely.) Ionly care for your happiness. 
But I can’t forgive you for having laid a trap for 
me last night—and in front of the children and a 
stranger too. 


Curver. Laid a trap for you? 


Mrs. Cutver. You knew all about the title 
when you first came in last night and you 
deliberately led me on. 


Curver. Oh! That! Ah well! One does 
what one can. You've laid many a trap for me, 
my girl. You're still about ten up and two to 
play in the trap game. 


Mrs. Cutver. I’ve never laid a trap for you. 


Cutver. Fibster! Comehere. (Mrs. Culver 
hesitates.) Come hither—and be kissed. (She 
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approaches submissively, and then, standing like a 
marble statue, allows herself to be kissed. Culver 
assumes the attitude of the triumphant magnanimous 
male.) There! That’s all right. 


Mrs. Curver (having moved away; still very 
sweetly and coldly). Can 1 do anything else for 
you before I go to bed? 


Cutver (ignoring the question; grandly and 
tolerantly). Do you suppose, my marble statue, 
that after all I’ve said at the Club about the rascality 
of this Honours business, I could ever have 
appeared there as a New Year Baronet? The 
thing’s unthinkable. Why, I should have had to 
resign and join another Club! 


Mrs. Cutver (calmly and severely). So that’s 
it, is it? I might have known what was really at 
the bottom of it all. Your Club again! You 
have to choose between your wife and your Club, 
and of course it’s your wife that must suffer. 


Naturally ! 


Cutver. Goon! You'll be saying next that 
I’ve committed bigamy with my Club. 


Mrs. Cutver (with youthful vivacity). I'm an 
old woman— 
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Cutver (flatteringly). Yes,look at you! Hag! 
When I fell in love with you your hair was still 
down. The marvel to me is that I ever let you 
put it up. 


Mrs. Cutver. I’m only an old woman now. 
You have had the best part of my life. You 
might have given me great pleasure with this title. 
But no! Your Club comes first. And what a 
child you are! As if there’s one single member 
of your Club who wouldn’t envy you your 
baronetcy! However, I’ve nothing more to say. 
(Moving towards the door, back.) Oh yes, I have. 
(Casually.) Vve decided to go away to-morrow 
and stay with grandma for a long holiday. She 
needs me, and if I’m not to break down entirely 
I must have a change. I’ve told Hildegarde our 
—arrangements. The poor girl’s terribly upset. 
Please don’t disturb me in the morning. I shall 
take the noon train. Good-night. 


Cutver. Hermione! 


Mrs. Cutver (returning a little from the direction 
of the door, submissively). Yes, Arthur. 


Curver. If you keep on playing the martyr 
much longer there will be bloodshed, and you'll 
know what martyrdom is. 
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Mrs. Cutver (in a slightly relenting tone). Arthur, 
you were always conscientious. Your conscience 
is working. 


Cutver. Ihave no conscience. Never had. 


Mrs. Cutver (persuasively, and with much charm). 
Yes you have, and it’s urging you to give way to 
your sensible little wife. You know you're only 


bluffing. 
Cutver. Indeed I’m not. 


Mrs. Cutver. Yes, you are. Mr. Tranto 
advised you to give way, and you think such a 
lot of his opinion. 


Cutver. Who told you Tranto advised me to 
give way? 


Mrs. Cutver. He did. 

Cutver. Damn him! 

Mrs. Cuver (soothingly). Yes, yes. 
Cutver. No, no! 


Mrs. Cutver. And your dear, indispensable 
Miss Starkey thinks the same. (She tries to kiss 
him.) 
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Curver. No, no! (Mrs. Culver succeeds in 
kissing him. 


Enter Miss Starkey. 
(The other two spring apart. A short pause.) 


Cutver. Which is the refusal? 
Miss Starkey. This one. 


Curver. Put it in the fire. (Miss Starkey 
obeys. Both the women show satisfaction in their 
different ways.) Give me the acceptance. (He 

takes the letter of acceptance and reads it.) 


Mrs. Cutver (while he is reading the letter). 
Miss Starkey, you look very pale. Have you 
had any dinner? 


Miss Starkey. Not yet, madam. 


Mrs. Cutver. You poor dear! (She strokes 
Miss Starkey. They both look at the tyrannical male.) 
I'll order something for you at once. 


Miss Starkey. I shall have to go to the post 
first. 


CuLver (glancing up). I'll go to the post my- 
self. I must have air, air! Where’s the envelope? 
(Exit Miss Starkey quickly, back.) 
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(Mrs. Culver gently takes the letter from her husband 
and reads it. Culver drops into a chair.) 


Mrs. CuLver (putting down the letter). Darling! 
Cutver. I thought I wasa brute? 


Mrs. Curver (caressing and kissing him). 1 do 
so love my brute, and I am so happy. Darling! 
But you are a silly old darling, wasting all this 
time. 


Cutver. Wasting all what time? 


Mrs. Cutver. Why, the moment I came in 
again I could see you’d decided to give way. 
(With a gesture of delight.) 1 must run and tell 
the children. (Exit, L.) 


Enter Miss Starkey back. 
Miss Starkey. Here’s the envelope. 


Cutver (saking it). Tell them to get me my 
hat and overcoat. 


Miss Starkey. Yes, Sir Arthur. (Culver 
_ Starts.) (Exit Miss Starkey, back.) 


CuLver (as he puts the letter in the envelope; with 
an air of discovery). 1 suppose I do like being 
called ‘Sir Arthur.’ 
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Enter Hildegard and John both disgusted, back. 


Joun (to Hildegarde, as they come in). I told 
you last night he couldn’t control even the mater. 
However, I'll be even with her yet. 


Cutver. What do you mean, boy? 


Joun. I mean I'll be even with the mater yet. 
You'll see. 


Hitpecarpe. Papa, you’ve behaved basely. 
Basely! What an example to us! 1 intend to 
leave this house and live alone. 


Cutver. You ought to marry Mr. Sampson 
Straight. (Hildegarde starts and is silent.) 


Joun. Fancy me having to go back to school 
the son of a rotten baronet, and with the frightful 
doom of being a rotten baronet myself. What 
price the anti-hereditary-principle candidate! Dad, 
I hope you won’t die just yet—it would ruin my 
political career. Stay me with flagons! 


Cutver. Me too! 


CURTAIN, 
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AC TET! 


AGES Lit 


The next day, before lunch. 
Hildegarde and John are together. 


Joun (nervously impatient). 1 wish she’d come. 


Hitpecarpe. She'll be here in a moment. 
She’s fussing round dad. 


Joun. Is he really ill? 


Hitpecarpe. Well of course. It came on in 
the night, after he’d had time to think things over. 
Why? 


Joun. I read in some paper about the Prime 
Minister having only a political chill. SoI thought 
perhaps the pater—under the circs— 


Hixrpecarpe (shaking her head). You can’t 
have political dyspepsia. Can’t fake the symptoms. 
Who is to begin this affair, you or me? 


Joun. Depends. What line are you going on 
with her? 
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Hixpecarpe. I’m going to treat her exactly as 
she treats me. I’ve just thought of it. Only I 
shan’t lose my temper. 


Joun. Sugarsticks? 
Hivpecarve. Yes. 
Joun. You'll never be able to keep it up. 


Hirpecarpe. Oyes!I shall. Somehow I feel 
much more mature than I did yesterday. 


Joun. More mature? Stay me with flagons! 
I was always mature. If you knew what rot I 
think school is... .! Well, anyway, you can 
begin. 


Hirpecarbg. You're very polite to-day, 
Johnnie. 


Jonn. Don’t mentionit. My argument ’ll be 
the best, and I want to keep it for the end, that’s 
all. 


Hirpecarpz. Thanks. But I bet you we 
shall both fail. 


Joun. Well, if we do, I’ve still got something 
else waiting for her ladyship. A regular startler, 
my child. 
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HiLpecarpe. What is it? 
Enter Mrs. Culver, back. 


Joun (so Hildegarde, as Mrs. Culver enters). 
Wait and see. 


Mrs. Cutver (cheerful and affectionate, to John). 
So you’ve come in. (Jo Hildegarde.) You are 
back early to-day! Well, my darlings, what do 
you want me for?. 


HILDEGARDE (imitating her mother’s manner), 
Well, mamma darling, we hate bothering you. 
We know you've got quite enough worries, with- 
out having any more. But it’s about this baronetcy 
business. (Mrs. Culver starts.) Do be an angel 
and listen to us. 


Mrs. Cutver (with admirable self-control). Of 
course, my pet. But you know the matter is 
quite, quite settled. Your father and I settled it 
together last night, and the letter of acceptance 
is in the hands of the Government by this time. 


Joun. It isn’t, mater. It’s here. (Pulls the 
letter out of his pocket.) 


Mrs. Cutver. John! What— 


Joun. Now, now, mater! Keep calm. This 
is really your own doing. Pater wanted to go to 
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the post himself, but it was raining a bit, and 
you're always in such a fidget about his getting 
his feet wet you wouldn’t let him go, and so I 
went instead. 


HiipecarDe. Yes, mummy darling, you must 
acknowledge that you were putting temptation in 
Johnnie’s way. 


Joun. Soon as I got outside, I said to myself: 
‘I think the pater ought to have a night to think 
over this affair. It’s very important. And he 
can easily send round an answer by hand in the 
morning.’ So I didn’t post the letter. I should 
have told you earlier, but you weren’t down for 
breakfast, and | had to go out afterwards on urgent 
private business. 


Mrs. Cutver. But—but— (Controlling herself, 
grieved, but kind.) Your father will be terribly 
angry. I daren’t face him. 


Joun (only half-suppressing his amusement at the 
last remark). Don’t let that worry you. I'll face 
him. He'll be delighted. He'll write another 
letter, and quite a different one. 


Mrs. Cutver (getting firmer). But don’t J tell 
you, my dearest boy, that the affair is settled, quite 
settled ? 
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Joun. It isn’t settled so long as I’ve got this 
letter, anyway. 


Hitpecarpe. Of course it isn’t settled. Mother 
darling, we simply must look the facts in the face. 
Fact one, the letter is here. Fact two, the whole 
family is most frightfully upset. Dad’s ill— 


Mrs. Cutver. That was the lobster. 
Joun. It wasn’t. 


Mrs. Curver. Yes, dear. Lobster always 
upsets him. 


Joun. It didn’t this time. 
Mrs. Cutver. How do you know? 


Joun. I know, because / ate all his lobster. 
He shoved it over to me. You couldn’t see for 
the fruit-bowl. 


Hi.pecarpez. No, mamma sweetest. It’s this 
baronetcy business that’s knocked poor papa over. 
And it’s knocked over Johnnie and me too. I’m 
perfectly, perfectly sure you acted for the best, 
but don’t you think you persuaded father against 
his judgment? Not to speak of our judgment! 


Mrs. Cutver. I’ve only one thought— 
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Hixpecarve (caressing and kissing her mother). 
I know! I know! Father’s happiness. Our 
happiness. Mamma, please don’t imagine for a 
single instant that we don’t realise that. You’re 
the most delicious darling of an old mater— 


Mrs. Cutver (slightly suspicious). Hildegarde, 
you're quite a different girl to-day. 


HILDEGARDE (ods). I’ve aged in a single 
night. I’ve become ever so serious. This 
baronetcy business has shown me that I’ve got 
convictions—and deep convictions. I admit I’m 
a different girl to-day. But then everything’s 
different to-day. The whole house is different. 
Johnnie’s different. Papa’s missed going to the 
office for the first time in eight months. (Very 
sweetly.) Surely you must see, mamma, that 
something ought to be done, and that you alone 
can do it. 


Mrs. Cutver. What? What ought I to do? 


Hirpecarpe. Go upstairs and tell dad you’ve 
changed your mind about the title, and advise him 
to write off instantly and refuse it. You know 
you always twist him round your little finger. 


Mrs. CuLver (looking at her little finger). 1 
shouldn’t dream of trying to influence your father 
once he had decided. And he has decided. 
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HiILpecarbE (sweetly). Mamma, you’re most 
tremendously clever—far cleverer than any of us 
—but I’m not sure if you understand the attitude 
of the modern girl towards things that affect her 
convictions. 


Mrs. Cutver (sweetly). Are you the modern 
girl. 


HILDEGARDE. Yes. 
Mrs. Cutver. Well, I’m the ancient girl. And 


I can tell you this—you’re very like me, and we’re 
both very like somebody else. 


Hitpecarpe. Who’s that. 
Mrs. Cutver. Eve. 


Joun. Come, mater. Eve would never have 
learnt typewriting. She’d have gone on the land. 


Mrs. Cutver. John, your sister and I are not 
jesting. 


Hirpecarpe. I’m so glad you admit I’m 
serious, mamma. Because 1 am—very. I don’t 
want to threaten— 


Mrs. Cutver. Threaten, darling? 
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Hitpecarpe (firmly, but quite lightly and sweetly). 
No, darling. Not to threaten. The mere idea of 
threatening is absurd. But it would be extremely 
unfair to you not to tell you that unless you agree 
to father refusing the title, I shall have to leave 
the house and live by myself. I really shall. Of 
course I can easily earn my own living. I quite 
see that you have principles. But I also have 
principles. If they clash—naturally it’s my place 
to retire. And I shall, mamma dearest. 


Mrs. Cutver. Is that final? 


Hivpecarpe. Final, mummy darling. 


Mrs. Cutver. Then, my dearest child, you 
must go. 


HILDEGARDE (st// sweetly). Is that final? 


Mrs. Cutver (still sweetly). Final, my poor 
pet. 


Joun (firmly). Now let me say a word. 


Mrs. Curver (denignly). And what have you 
got to say in the matter? You've already been 
very naughty about that letter. Do try not to be 
ridiculous. Give me the letter. This affair has 
nothing to do with you. 
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Joun (putting the letter in his pocket), Nothing 
whatever to do with me! Mater, you really are 
a bit too thick. If it was a knighthood, I wouldn’t 
care. You could have your blooming knighthood. 
Knighthoods do come to an end. Baronetcies go 
on for ever. I’ve told the dad, and I'll tell you, 
that I will not have my political career ruined by 
any baronetcy. And if you insist—may I respect- 
fully inform you what I shall do? May I re- 
spectfully inform you—may I? 


Mrs. Cutver. John! 


Joun. I shall chuck Siege and go into the 
Flying Corps. And that’s flat. If you really 
want to shorten my life, all you have to do is to 
stick to that bally baronetcy. 


Mrs. Cutver. Your father won’t allow you to 
join the Flying Corps. 


Joun. My father can’t stop me. I know the 
mess is expensive, but the pay’s good, and I’ve 
got £150 of my own. Not a fortune! Nota 
fortune! But enough, quite enough. 4d short life 
and a merry one. \ went to see Captain Skewes at 
the Automobile this morning. One of our old 
boys. He’s delighted. He gave me Lanchester’s 
‘Aircraft in Warfare’ to read. Here itis. (Picking 
up the book.) Here it is! I shall be sitting up 
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all night to-night reading it. 4 short life and a 


merry one. 


Mrs. Cutver. You don’t mean it! 
Joun. I absolutely do. 


Mrs. Curver (after a pause). John, you're 
trying to bully your mother. 


Joun. Not in the least, mater. I’m merely 
telling you what will happen if father accepts that 
piffing baronetcy. 


Mrs. CuLver (checking a tear; very sweetly). 
Well, my pets, you make life just a little difficult 
for me. I live only for you and your father. I 
think first of your father, and then of you two. 
For myself, I am perfectly indifferent. I consider 
all politics extremely silly. There never were any 
in my family, nor in your father’s: And to me 
it’s most extraordinary that your father should 
catch them so late in life. I always supposed that 
after thirty people were immune. (Jv John.) 
You, I suppose, were bound to have them sooner 
or later, but that Hi/da should go out of her way 
to contract them—well, it passes me. It passes 
me. However, I’ve no more to say. Your father 
had made up his mind to accept the title. You 
want him to refuse it. I hate to influence him 
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(Hildegarde again hides a cynical smile) but for 
your sakes I'll try to persuade him to alter his 
decision and refuse it. 


Joun (taking her arm). Come along then— 
now! I'll go with you to see fair play. (He opens 
the door, L, and Mrs. Culver passes out. Then 
stopping in the doorway, to Hildegarde) Who did 
the trick? 1 say—who did the trick? 


HiLpecarpe (nicely). Pooh! You may be a 
prefect at school. But here you’re only mamma’s 
wee lamb! (She drops on to the sofa.) 


Joun (singing triumphantly). Stay—me—with 
fla—gons ! (Exit John, L.) 


Enter Tranto, back, shown in by the Parlourmaid. 


Tranto. How d’ye do, Miss Hilda. Tn in 
a high state of nerves. 


Hitpecarpe (shaking hands weakly). We all 
are. 


Tranto (ignoring what she says). Vve come 
specially to see you. 


Hirpecarpe. But how did you know! should 
be here—at this time? I’m supposed to be at the 
Food Ministry till one o’clock ? 
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Tranto. I called for you at the Ministry. 


Hixpecarpe (leaning forward). That’s quite 
against the rules. The rules are made for the 
moral protection of the women-clerks. 


Tranto. They told me you'd left early. 
Hirpecarpe. Why did you call? 

Tranto. Shall I be frank? 

Hirpecarpg. Are you ever? 

Tranto. I wanted to walk home with you. 


Hirpecarbe. Are you getting frightened about 
that next article of mine? 


Tranto. No. I’ve lost all interest in articles. 
Hixpecarpe. Even in my articles? 


Tranto. Even in yours. I’m only interested 
in the writer of your articles. (/gitaied.) Miss 
Hilda, the hour is about to strike. 


HivtpecarbE. What hour? 


Tranto. Listen, please. Let me explain. 
The situation is this. Instinct has got hold of me. 
When I woke up this morning something inside 
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me said: ‘You must call at the Ministry for that 
young woman and walk home with her.’ This 
idea seemed marvellously beautiful to me; it 
seemed one of the most enchanting ideas that had 
ever entered the heart of man. I thought of 
nothing else all the morning. When I reached the 
Ministry and you’d gone, I felt as if I’d been 
shot. Then I rushed here. If you hadn’t been 
at home I don’t know what I should have done. 
My fever has been growing every moment. 
Providentially you are here. I give you fair 
warning that I’m utterly in the grip of an instinct 
which is ridiculously unconventional and which 
will brook no delay. 1 repeat, the hour is about 
to strike. 


HiILpDEeGarDE (rousing herse/f). Before it actually 
strikes, 1 want to ask a question. 


Tranto. But that’s just what J want to do. 


Hirtpecarpve. Please. One moment of your 
valuable time. 


Tranto. The whole of my life. 


Hirpecarve. Last night, why did you advise 
papa to give way to mamma and accept the 
baronetcy? 

Tranto. Did I? 
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Hitpecarpe. It seems so. 
Tranto. Well—er— 


Hirpecarpe. You know it’s quite against his 
principles, and against mine and Johnnie’s, not to 
speak of yours. 


Tranto. The fact is, you yourself had given 
me such an account of your mother’s personality 
that I felt sure she’d win anyhow; and—and—for 
reasons of my own, I wished to be on the winning 
side. No harm in that, surely. And as regards 
principles, I have a theory about principles. Your 
father was much struck by it when I told him. 


Hirpecarpe. Namely? 


Tranto. There are no principles in married 


life. 


Hirpecarpz. Oh, indeed! Well, there may 
not be any principles in your married life, but there 
most positively will be in mine, if I ever havea 
married life. And let me tell you that you aren’t 
on the winning side after all—you’re on the losing 
side. 


Tranto. How? Has your— 


Hivpecarpe. Johnnie and I have had a great 
interview with mamma, and she’s yielded. She’s 
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abandoned the baronetcy. In half an hour from : 
now the baronetcy will have been definitely and 
finally refused. 


Tranto. Great Scott! 
Hirtpecarpe. Youre startled? 


Tranto. No! Afterall, I might have foreseen 
that you’d come out on top. The day before 
yesterday your modesty was making you say that 
your mother could eat you. I, on the contrary, 
insisted that you could eat your mother. Who 
was right? I ask: who was right? When it really 
comes to the point—well, you have a serious talk 
with your mother, and she gives in! 


Hitpecarve (gloomily). No! J didn’t do it. 
I tried, and failed. Then Johnnie tried, and did 
it without the slightest trouble. A schoolboy! 
That’s why I’m so upset. 


Tranto (shaking his head). You-musn’t tell 
me that, Miss Hilda. Of course it was you that 
did it. . 

HiLpecarbE (impatiently; standing up). But I 


do tell you. 


Tranto. Sorry! Sorry! Do be merciful! 
My feelings about you at this very moment are 
so, if I may use the term, unbridled— 
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Hitpecarve (with false gentle calm). And that’s 
not all. 1 suppose you haven’t by any chance 
told father that I’m Sampson Straight? 


Tranto. Certainly not. 
Hiipecarpe. You're sure? 
Tranto. Absolutely. 
Hivpecarpe. Well, I’m sorry. 
Tranto. Why? 


HILDEGARDE (gwietly sarcastic). Because papa 
told me you did tell him. Therefore father is a 
liar. I don’t like being the daughter of a liar. I 
hate liars. 


Tranto. Aren’t you rather cutting yourself 
off from mankind? 


HILDEGARDE (going straight on). For the last 
day or two father had been giving me such queer 
little digs every now and then that I began to 
suspect he knew who Sampson Straight was. So 
I asked him right out this morning—he was in 
bed—and he had to acknowledge he did know 
and that you told him. 


Tranto. Well, I didn’t exactly tell him. He 
sort of guessed, and I— 
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Hiipecarps (ca/mly, relentlessly. You told him. 


Tranto. No. I merely admitted it. You 
think I ought to have denied it? 


Hitpecarpe. Of course you ought to have 
denied it. 


Tranto. But it was true. 
Hitpecarpe. And if it was? 


Tranto. If it was true, how could I deny it? 
You've just said you hate liars. 


Hi.pecarveE (losing self-control). Please don’t 
be absurd. 


Tranto (a little nettled). 1 apologise. 
Hixtpecarpe. What for? 


Tranto. For having put you in the wrong, 
It’s such shocking bad diplomacy for any man to 
put any woman in the wrong. 


HILDEGARDE (angrily). Man—woman! Man 
—woman! There you are! It’s always the same 
with you males. Sex! Sex! Sex! 


Tranto (quite conquering his annoyance; persua- 
sively). But I’m fatally in love with you. 


: 109 


Hitpecarpe. Well, of course there you have 
the advantage of me. 


Tranto. Don’t you care a little— 


Hiipecarpe (letting herself go). Why should I 
care? What have I done to make you imagine I 
care? It’s quite true that I’ve saved your news- 
paper from an early grave. It was suffering from 
rickets, spinal curvature, and softening of the 
brain; and I’ve performed a miraculous cure on 
it with my articles. I’m Sampson Straight. But 
that’s not enough for you. You can’t keep senti- 
ment out of business. No man ever could. 
You'd like Sampson Straight to wear blouses and 
bracelets for you, and loll on sofas for you, and 
generally offer you the glad eye. It’s an insult. 
And then on the top of all, you go and give the 
whole show away to papa, in spite of our under- 
standing ; and if papa hadn’t been the greatest 
dear in the world you might have got me into the 
most serious difficulties. 


TranTo (eguably, after a pause). 1 don’t think 
ll ask myself to stay for lunch. 


Hirpecarpe. Good morning. 


Tranto (near the door). 1 suppose I'd better 
announce that he’s died very suddenly under 
mysterious circumstances? 
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HitpecarpE. Who? 
Tranto. Sampson Straight. 


Hivpecarpg. And what about my new article, 
that you've got in hand? 


Tranto. It can be a posthumous article, in a 


black border. 


Hirpecarpe. Indeed! And why shouldn’t 
Sampson Straight transfer his services to another 
paper? There are several who'd jump at him. 


Tranto. I never thought of that. 
Hizpecarpe. Naturally! 
Tranto. He shall live. 


(4 pause. Tranto bows, and exit, back.) 
(Hildegarde subsides once more on to the sofa.) 


Enter Culver, in his velvet coat, L. 


Cutver (softly, with sprightliness). ello, 
Sampson ! 


Hiipecarpz. Dad, please don’t call me that. 


Cutver. Not when we're alone? Why? 
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Hixpecarpe. I—I—Dad, I’m in a fearful 
state of nerves just now. Lost my temper and 
all sorts of calamities. 


Curver. Really! Vd no idea. I gathered 
that the interview between you and your mother 
had passed quite smoothly. 


Hitpecarpr. Oh! That! 


Cutver. What do you mean—‘ Oh! That!’? 


HILDEGARDE (standing; in a mew, less gloomy 
tone). Papa, what are you doing out of bed? 
You're very ill. 


Cutver. Well, I’d managed to dress before 
your mother and Johnnie came. As soon as they 
imparted to me the glad tidings that baronetcies 
were off I felt so well I decided to come down 
and thank you for your successful efforts on 
behalf of the family well-being. I’m no longer 
your father. I’m your brother. 


Hirpecarpbe. It was Johnnie did it. 
Cutver. It wasn’t—J know. 


Hittprcarpe (exasperated). I say it was! 
(Apologetically.) So sorry, dad. (Kisses him.) 
Where are they, those two? (Siss.) 
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Curvzr. Mother and John? Don’t know. 
I fancy somebody called as I came down. 


Hitpecarpe. Called! Before lunch! Who 


was it? 
Cutver. Haven't the faintest. 
Enter John, back. 


Joun (proudly). I say, good people! New 
acquaintance of mine! Just looked in. Met 
him at the Automobile this morning with Skewes. 
I was sure you'd all give your heads to see the 
old chap, so I asked him to lunch on the chance. 
Dashed if he didn’t accept! You see we'd been 
talking a bit about politics. He’s the most cele- 
brated man in London. I doubt if there’s a 
fellow I admire more in the whole world—or you 
either. He’s knocked the mater flat already. 
Between ourselves, I really asked him because I 
thought he might influence her on this baronetcy 
business. However, that’s all off now. What 
are you staring at? 


Cutver. We're only bursting with curiosity 
to hear the name of this paragon of yours. Asa 
general rule I like to know beforehand whom I’m 
going to lunch with in my own house. 


Joun. It’s Sampson Straight. 
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HipecarbE (springing up). Sampson Sir— 


Cutver (calmly). Keep your nerve, Hilda. 
Keep your nerve. 


Joun. I thought I wouldn’t say anything till 
he’d actually arrived. He mightn’t have come at 
all. Then what a fool I should have looked if I’d 
told you he was coming! Tranto himself doesn’t 
know him. Tranto pooh-poohed the idea of me 
ever meeting him, Tranto did. Well, I’ve met 
him, and he’s here. I haven’t let on to him that 
I know Tranto. I’m going to bring them to- 
gether and watch them both having the surprise of 
their lives. 


Cutver. John, this is a great score for you. 
I admit I’ve never been more interested in meeting 
anyone. Never! 


Enter Parlourmaid, dack. 


ParLourmarD. Miss Starkey, sir. 


Cuver (cheerfully). Vl see her soon. (Pudling 
himself up suddenly; in an alarmed, gloomy tone.) 
No, no! I can’t possibly see her. 


ParLourRMAIp. Miss Starkey says there are 
several important letters, sir. 


Curver. No, no! I’m not equal to it. 
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Hirpecarpe (confidentially). What's wrong, 
dad? 


Cutver (fo Hildegarde). She'll give me notice 
the minute she knows she can’t call me Sir Arthur. 


(Shudders.) T quail. 
Enter Mrs. Culver and Sampson Straight, dack. 


(The Parlourmaid holds the door for them, and then 
exit.) 


Mrs. Cutver. This is my husband. Arthur, 
dear—Mr. Sampson Straight. And this is my 
little daughter. (Hilda dows, John surveys the scene 
with satisfaction.) 


CuLvER (recovering his equipoise; shaking hands 
heartily). Mr. Straight. Delighted to meet you. 
I simply cannot tell you how unexpected this 
pleasure is. 


STRAIGHT. You're too kind. 
Cutver (gaily), I doubt it. I doubt it. 


STRAIGHT. I ought to apologise for coming in 
like this. But I’ve been so charmingly received 


by Mrs. Culver— 


Mrs. Cutver. You've been so charming about 
my boy, Mr. Straight. 


of 


SrraicutT. I was so very greatly impressed by 
your son this morning at the Club that I couldn’t 
resist the opportunity he gave me of visiting his 
home. What I say is: like parents, like child. 
I’m an old-fashioned man. 


Mrs. Cutver. No one would guess that from 
your articles in The Echo. Of course they’re 
frightfully clever, but you know I don’t quite 
agree with all your opinions. 


StraicHT. Neither do I. You see—there’s 
always a difference between what one thinks and 
what one has to write. 


Mrs. Cutver. I’m so glad. (Culver starts and 
looks round.) What is it, Arthur? 


Cutver. Nothing! I thought I heard the ice 
cracking. (Hildegarde begins to smile.) 


STRAIGHT (looking at the floor; simply). Ice? 
Mrs. Curver. Arthur! . 


StraicHT. It was still thawing when I came 
in. As I was saying, I’m an old-fashioned man. 
And I’m a provincial—and proud of it. 


Mrs. Curver. But my dear Mr. Straight, 
really, if you'll excuse me, you look as if you 
never left the pavement of Piccadilly. 
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CuLver. Say the windows of the Turf club, 
darling. 


STRAIGHT (serenely). No. I live very, very 
quietly on my little place, and when I feel the 
need of contact with the great world I run over 
for the afternoon to—St. Ives. 


Mrs. Cutver. How remarkable! Then that 
explains how it is you’re so deliciously unspoilt. 


StraicHT. Do you mean my face? 


Mrs. Cutver. I meant you don’t seem at all 
to realise that you’re a very great celebrity in 
London ; very great indeed. A lion of the first 
order. 


STRAIGHT (simply). Lion? 
Cutver. You're expected to roar, Mr. Straight. 
STRAIGHT. Roar? 


Mrs. Cutver. It may interest you to know 
that my little daughter also writes articles in The 
Echo. Yes, about war cookery. But of course 
you wouldn’t notice them. (Hildegarde moves 
away.) I'm afraid (apologetically) your mere pres- 
ence is making her just a wee bit nervous. 
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Hirpecarpe (from a distance, striving to control 
herself). Oh, Mr. Sampson Straight. There’s 
one question I’ve been longing to ask you. I 
always ask it of literary lions—and tigers. 


STRAIGHT. Tigers? 


Hirpecarpe. Do you write best in the morn- 
ing or do you burn the midnight oil? 


StraIGHT. Oil? 


Mrs. Cutver. Do sit down, Mr. Straight. 
(She goes imploringly to Hildegarde, who has lost 
control of herself and is getting a little hysterical with 
mirth. Aside to Hildegarde.) Hilda! (John, 
puzzled and threatening, also approaches Hildegarde.) 


CuLverR (sitting down by Straight.) And so, 
although you prefer a country life, the lure of 
London has been too strong for you in the end. 


STRAIGHT. I came to town on business. 
Cutver. Ah! 


STRAIGHT. The fact is, business of the utmost 
importance. Perhaps I may be able to interest 
you in it. 

Cutver. Now we're getting hotter. 
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StraicHT. Hotter? 

CuLver. Go on, go on, Mr. Straight. 
SrraicHT. To tell you the truth— 
Cutver. Always a wise thing to do. 


StraicHt. One of my reasons for accepting 
your son’s kind invitation was that I thought that 
conceivably you might be willing to help in a 
great patriotic scheme of mine. Naturally you 
show surprise. 


Cutver. Do 1? Then I’m expressing my- 
self badly. I’m not in the least surprised. It is 
the contrary that would have surprised me. 


STRAIGHT. We may possibly discuss it later. 


Cutver. Later? Why later? Why not at 
once? I’m full of curiosity. I hate to let the 
grass grow under my feet. 


SrraicutT (looking at the floor), Grass? (With 
a faint mechanical laugh.) Ah yes, I see. Figure 
of speech. Well, I’m starting a little limited 
liability syndicate. 


Cutver. Precisely what I thought. Yes? 


SrraicHuT. The End-the-war Syndicate. 
11g 


Joun (approaching). But surely you aren’t one 
of those pacifists, Mr. Straight! You've always 
preached fighting it out to a finish. 


StraicHt. The object of my syndicate is cer- 
tainly to fight to a finish, but to finish in about a 
week—by means of my little syndicate. 


Cutver. Splendid! But there is one draw- 
back. New capital issues are forbidden under the 
Defence of the Realm Act. 


STRAIGHT. Even when the object is to win the 
> 
war! 


Cutver. My dear sir, the Treasury would 
never permit such a thing. 


StraicHT. Well, we needn’t have a limited 
company. Perhaps after ail it would be better to 
keep it quite private. 


Cutver. Oh! It would. And what is the 
central idea of this charming syndicate? 


STRAIGHT. The idea is—(/ooking round cautiously) 
—a new explosive. 


Curver. Again, precisely what I thought. 
Your own invention ? 
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STRAIGHT. No. A friend of mine. It truly 
is the most marvellous explosive. 


Cutver. I suppose it bangs everything. 


SrRaiGHT (simply). Oh, it does. *A develop- 
ment of trinitrotoluol on new lines. I needn’t 
say that my interest in the affair is purely patriotic. 


Cutver. Of course. Of course. 


SrraIcHT. I can easily get all the capital I 
need. 


Cutver. Ofcourse. Of course. 


StraiGHT. But I’m not in close touch with 
the official world, and in a matter of this kind 
official influence is absolutely essential to success. 
Now you are in touch with the official world. I 
shouldn’t ask you to subscribe, though if you 
cared to do so there would be no objection. And 
I may say that the syndicate can’t help making a 
tremendous lot of money. When J tell you that 
the new explosive is forty-seven times as powerful 
as trinitrotoluol itself— 


Cutver. When you tell me that, Mr. Straight, 
I can only murmur the hope that you haven't got 
any of it in your pocket. 
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StraicutT (simply). Oh, no! Please don’t be 
alarmed. But you see the immense possibilities. 
You see how this explosive would end the war 
practically at once. And you'll understand, of 
course, that although my articles in The Echo have 
apparently caused considerable commotion in 
London, and given me a position which I am glad 
to be able to use for the service of the Empire, 
my interest in mere journalism as such has almost 
ceased since my friend asked me to be secretary 
and treasurer of the syndicate. 


Cutver. And so you're the secretary and 
treasurer ? 


STRAIGHT. Yes. We don’t want to have sub- 
scribers of less than £100 each. If you cared to 
look into the matter—I know you’re very busy, 
but a mere glance— 


Cutver. Just so—a mere glance. 
Enter Tranto excitedly. 


Hitpecarpe (nearer the door than the rest). 
Again? 


Tranto (rather loudly and not specially to Hilde- 
garde). Terrible news! I’ve just heard and I 
rushed back to tell you. Sampson Straight has 
died very suddenly in Cornwall. Bright’s disease. 
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He breathed his last in his own potato patch. 
(Aside to Hildegarde, in response to a gesture from 
her) Vm awfully sorry. The poor fellow amply 
had to expire. 


Mrs. Cutver (#0 Tranto). Now this just shows 
how the most absurd rumours do get abroad! 
Here is Mr. Sampson Straight. T’m_ so glad 
you've come, because you’ve always wanted to 
meet him in the flesh. 


Tranto (fo Straight), Are you Sampson 
Straight? 


StraIGHT. | am, sir. 


Tranto. The Sampson Straight who lives in 
Cornwall ? 


STRAIGHT. Just so. 
Tranto. Impossible! 


STRAIGHT. Pardon me. One moment. I was 
told there was a danger of my being inconvenienced 
in London by one of these military raids for 
rounding up slackers, and as I happen to have a 
rather youthful appearance, I took the precaution 
of bringing with me my birth-certificate and 
registration card. (Produces them.) 
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Tranto (glancing at the card). And it’s really 
you who write those brilliant articles in The Echo? 


SrraicHt. ‘Brilliant’—I won’t say. But I 
do write them. x 


Tranto. Well, this is the most remarkable 
instance of survival after death that 1 ever came 
across. 


See. I beg your pardon. 


Tranto. You're dead, my fine fellow. Your 
place isn’t here. You ought to be in the next 
world. You're a humbug. 


SrraicutT (40 Mrs. Culver). I’m not quite sure 
that I understand. Will you kindly introduce me? 


Mrs. Cutver. I’m so sorry. This is Mr. 
Tranto, proprietor and editor of The Echo— 
(apologetically, with an uneasy smile) a great hu- 
mourist. 


STRAIGHT (thunderstruck; aside). Well, Vm 
damned! (His whole demeanour changes. Never- 
theless, while tacitly admitting that he is found out, he 
at once resumes his mild calmness. To Culver.) I’ve 
just remembered an appointment of vital impor- 
tance. I’m afraid our little talk about the syndicate 
must be adjourned, 
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Cutver. I feared you might have to hurry 
away. 


(Straight ows as a preliminary to departure.) 


(John, deeply humiliated, averis his glance from 
everybody.) 


Tranto. Here! But you can’t go off like 
this. 


StraicHt. Why? Have you anything against 
me? 


Tranto. Nothing (casually) except that you’re 


an impostor. 
/ 


StraicuT. I fail to see it. 


Tranto. But haven’t you just said that you 
write those articles in my paper? 


SrraicHt. Oh! That! Well, of course, if 
I'd known who you were I shouldn’t have dreamed | 
of saying any such thing. I always try to suit my 
talk to my company. 


Tranto. This time you didn’t quite bring it 
off. 


Srraicut. Perhaps I owe you some slight 
explanation (/ooking round blandly). 


125 


Cutver. Do you really think so? 


SrraicHT. The explanation is simplicity itself. 
(A sudden impulse.) Nothing but that. Put 
yourselves in my place. I come to London. I 
hear a vast deal of chatter about some articles in 
a paper called The Echo by some one calling him- 
self ‘Sampson Straight.’ I also hear that nobody 
in London knows who Sampson Straight is. As 
I happen to e Sampson Straight, and as I have 
need of all possible personal prestige for the success 
of my purely patriotic mission, it occurs to me— 
in a flash !—to assert that I am the author of the 
famous articles. . . . Well, what more natural? 


Cutver. What indeed? 


StraiGuT (fo Tranto). And may I say that 
I’m the only genuine Sampson Straight in the 
United Kingdom, and that in my opinion it was 
a gross impertinence on the part of your con- 
tributor to steal my name? Why did you let 
him do it? 


Tranto (eginning reflectively). Now J hit on 
that name—not my contributor. It was when 
I was down in Cornwall. I caught sight of it in 
an old yellow newspaper in an old yellow hotel, 
and it struck me at once what a fine signature it 
would make at the bottom of a slashing article. 
By the way, have you ever been in the dock? 
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STRAIGHT. Dock? 


Tranto. I only ask because I seem to re- 
member I saw your splendid name in a report 
of the local Assizes. 


STRAIGHT. Assizes? 

Tranto. A, double s (pause) i-z-e-s. 

SrraicuT. I can afford to be perfectly open. 
I was—at one period of my career—in prison, but 


for a quite respectable crime. Bigamy—with 
extenuating circumstances. 


Mrs. CuLver (greatly upset). Dear, dear! 
StraicHT. It might happen to any man. 
Cutver (looking at Mrs. Culver). So it might. 
StraicHT. Do you wish to detain me? 
Tranto. I simply haven’t the heart to do it. 


StraicutT. Then, ladies and gentlemen, I'll 
say good morning. 


Hi.pecarDE (stopping Straight near the door as he 
departs with more bows). Good-bye! (She holds 
out her hand with a smile.) And good luck! 
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STRAIGHT (taking her hand). Madam, I thank 
you. You evidently appreciate the fact that when 
one lives solely on one’s wits, little mishaps are 
are bound to occur from time to time, and that too 
much importance ought not to be attached to them. 
This is only my third slip, and I am fifty-five. 

(Exit, back.) 


Mrs. Cutver (0 Hildegarde, gently surprised). 
Darling, surely you need not have been quite so 
effusive ! 


Hirpecarpe. You see, I thought I owed him 
something, (with meaning and effect) as it was I who 
stole his name. 


Mrs. Cutver (utterly puzzled for a moment; then, 
when she understands, rushing to Hildegarde and 
embracing her). Oh! My wonderful girl! 


Joun (feebly and still humiliated). Stay me with 
flagons ! 


HiLpecarbeE (to her mother). How nice you 
are about it, mamma! 


Mrs. Cutver. But I’m very proud, my pet. 
Of course I think you might have let me into the 
secret— 
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Cutver. None of us were let into the secret, 
Hermione—I mean until comparatively recent 
times. It was a matter between Hilda's conscience 
and her editor. 


Mrs. Cutver. Oh! I’m not complaining. 
I’m so relieved she didn’t write those dreadful 
cookery articles. 


Hitpecarpe. But do you mean to say you 
aren’t frightfully shocked by my advanced politics, 


mamma? 


Mrs. Cutver. My child, how naive you are, 
after all! A woman is never shocked, though of 
course at times it may suit her to pretend to be. 
Only men are capable of being shocked. As for 
your advanced politics, as you call them, can’t you 
see that it doesn’t matter what you write so long 
as you are admired by the best people. It isn’t 
views that are disreputable, it’s the persons that 
hold them. 


Cutver. I hope that’s why you so gracefully 
gave way over the baronetcy, my dear. 


Mrs. Cu.ver (continuing to Hildegarde). There’s 
just one thing I should venture to suggest, and 
that is, that you cease at once to bea typist and 
employ one yourself instead. It’s most essential 
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that you should live up to your position. Oh! 
I’m very proud of you. 


Hiipecarpve. I don’t quite know what my 
position is. According to the latest news I’m 
dead. (Challengingly to Tranto.) Mr. Tranto, 
you're keeping rather quiet, nearly as quiet as 
John (John changes his seat), but don’t you think 
you owe me some explanation? Not more than 
a quarter of an hour ago in this very room it was 
distinctly agreed between us that you would not 
kill Sampson Straight, and now you rush back in 
a sort of homicidal mania. 


Mrs. Cutver. Oh! I’d no idea Mr. Tranto 
had called already this morning! 


Hi.tpecarpe. Yes. I told him all about 
everything, and we came to a definite under- 
standing. 


~ Mrs. Cutver. Oh! 


Tranto. I’m only too anxious to explain. I 
killed Sampson for the most urgent of all possible 
reasons. The Government is thinking of giving 
him a baronetcy ? 


Cutver. Not my baronetcy? 


Tranto. Precisely. 
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Mrs. Cutver. But this is the most terrible 
thing I ever heard of. 


Tranto. It is. I met one of my chaps in the 
street. He was coming here to see me. (To 
Culver.) Your answer was expected this morn- 
ing. It didn’t arrive. Evidently your notions 
about titles had got abroad, and the Government 
has decided to offer a title to Sampson Straight. 
this afternoon if you refuse. 


Cutver. But how delightfully stupid of the 


Government. 


Tranto. On the contrary it was a really 
brilliant idea. Sampson Straight is a great literary 
celebrity, and he’d look mighty well in the Honours 
List. Literature’s always a good card to play for 
Honours. It makes people think that Cabinet 
Ministers are educated. 


Hitpecarpe. But I’ve spent half my time in 
attacking the Government! 


Tranto. Do you suppose the Government 
doesn’t know that? In creating you a baronet 
(gazes at her) it would gain two advantages—it 
would prove how broad-minded it is, and it would 
turn an enemy into a friend. 
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Hirpecarpe. But surely the silly Government 
would make some enquiries first ! 


Cutver. Hilda, do remember what your 
mother said, and try to live up to your position. 
This isn’t the Government that makes enquiries. 
It’s the Government that gets things done. 


Tranto. You perceive the extreme urgency 
of the crisis. I had to act instantly. I did act. 
I slew the fellow on the spot, and his obituary 
will be in my late extra. The danger was awful 
—greater even than I realised at the moment, 
because I didn’t know till I got back here that 
there was a genuine and highly unscrupulous 
Sampson Straight floating about. 


Mrs. Cutver. Danger? What danger? 


Tranto. Danger of the Government falling, 
dear lady. You see, it’s like this. Assuming 
that the Government offers a baronetcy to Sampson 
Straight, and the offer becomes public property, 
as it infallibly would, then there are three alter- 
natives. Either the Government has singled out 
for honour a person who doesn’t exist at all; or 
it has sought to turn a woman (glancing at Hilda) 
into a male creature; or it is holding up to 
public admiration an ex-convict. Choose which 
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theory you like. In any case the exposure would 
mean the immediate ruin of any Government. 


Hirpecarpe (so Tranto). I always thought 
you wanted the Government to fall. 


Cutver. Good heavens, my gifted child! 
No enlightened and patriotic person wants the 
Government to fall. All enlightened and patriotic 
persons want the Government to be afraid of falling. 
There you have the whole of war politics in a nut- 
shell. If the British Government fell the effect 
on the Allied cause would be bad, and might be 
extremely bad. But that’s not the real explana- 
tion. The real explanation is that no one wants 
the Government to fall because no one wants to 
step into the Government’s shoes. However, 
thanks to Tranto’s masterly presence of mind in 
afflicting Sampson with a disease that kills like 
prussic acid, the Government can no longer give 
Sampson a title, and the danger to the Govern- 
ment is therefore over. 


Tranto. Over! I wish it was! Supposing 
the Government doesn’t happen to see my late 
extra intime! Supposing the offer of a baronetcy 
to Sampson Straight goes forth! The mischief 
will be done. Worst of all, supposing the only 
genuine Sampson Straight hears of it and accepts 
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it! A baronetcy given to a bigamist! No 
Government could possibly survive the exposure. 


Mrs. Cutver. Not even if its survival was 
necessary to the success of the Allied cause? 


Cuver (gloomily, shaking his head). My dear, 
Tranto is right. This great country has always 
insisted first of all, and before anything else 
whatever, on the unsullied purity of the domestic 
life of its public men. Let a baronetcy be given, 
or even offered, to a bigamist—and this great 
country would not hesitate for one second, not one 
second. 


Tranto. The danger still exists. And only 
One man in this world can avert it. 


Cutver. You don’t mean me, Tranto? 


Tranto. I understand that you have neither 
accepted nor refused the offer. You must accept 
it instantly. Instantly. 


(4 silence. John begins to creep towards the door, 
back, and Hildegarde towards the door, L.) 


Mrs. Cutver (firmly). John, where are you 
going? 


Joun. Anywhere. 
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Mrs. Cutver. Have you still got that letter 
to Lord Woking in which your father accepts the 
title? 


Joun. Yes. 


Mrs. Cutver. Come here. Let me see it. 
(She inspects the envelope of the letter and returns it to 
John.) Yes, that’s right. Now listen to me. 
Get a taxi at once and drive to Lord Woking’s, 
and insist on seeing Lord Woking, and give him 
that letter with your own hand. Do you under- 
stand? (Exit Hildegarde, ZL.) The stamp will 
be wasted, but never mind. Fly! 


Joun. It’s a damned shame. (Mrs. Culver 
smiles calmly.) 


Cutver (shaking John’s flaccid hand). So it is. 
But let us remember, my boy, that you and I are 
—are doing our bit. (Pushes him violently towards 


the door.) Get along. (Exit John, back.) 
Tranto (looking round). Where's Hildegarde? 
Mrs. Cutver. She went in there. 


Tranto. I must just speak to her. 
(Exit Tranto, L.) 


Mrs. Cutver (with a gesture towards the door, 
L). There’s something between those two. 
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Cutver. I doubt it. (With a sigh.) 


Mrs. Cutver. What do you mean—you 
doubt it? 


Curver. They’re probably too close together 
for there to be anything between them. 


Mrs. Cutver (shakes her head, smiling sceptically). 
The new generation has no romance. (ln a new 
tone.) Arthur, kiss me. 


Cutver. I’m dashed if I do! 
Mrs. Cutver. Then I'll kiss you! (She gives 
him a long kiss.) 
(The lunch gong sounds during the embrace. Startled, 
they separate.) 


Cutver. Food! 


Mrs. Cutver (with admiring enthusiasm). You've 
behaved splendidly. 


Cutver. Yes, that’s what you always say 
when you’ve won and I—haven’t. (She kisses him 
again.) 

Enter the Parlourmaid, back. 


PartourmalD. Miss Starkey is still waiting, | 
sir. 
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Cutver. Inexorable creature! I won’t-——I 
will not—(suddenly remembering that he has nothing 
to fear from Miss Starkey; gaily). Yes, I’ll see 
her. She must lunch with us. May she lunch 
with us, Hermione? 


Mrs. Cutver (submissively). Why, Arthur, of 
course! (To Parlourmaid.) Miss Starkey can 
have Master John’s place. Some lunch must be 
kept warm for Master John. (45 she Parlourmaid 
is leaving.) One moment—bring up some cham- 
pagne, please. 


PaRLOURMAID. Yes, Madam. 
(Exit Parlourmaid.) 


Curver. Come along, I’m hungry. (Leading 
her towards the door. Then stopping.) Isay.... 


Oh well, never mind. 


Mrs. Cutver. But what? 


Cutver. You're a staggering woman, that’s all. 
(Exit Culver and Mrs. Culver, back.) 


Enter Hildegarde and Tranto. 


Hivpecarpe (plaintively, as they enter). 1 told 
you my nerves were all upset, and yet you ran off 
before I—before J—and now it’s lunch time! 
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Tranto (facing her suddenly). Hilda! 1 will 
now give you my defence. (He kisses her.) 


Enter Culver, back, in time to interrupt the embrace. 


Cutver. Excuse me. My wife sent me to ask 
if you’d lunch, Tranto. I gather that you will. 


CURTAIN. 
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Plates inCol ur by MAXWELL ARMFIELD, 
Tie EDITION DE LUXE may be had bound 
in p'g-kin with clasps, 25s. net. 

The Master of Game: The Oldest 
English Sookon Hunting. By EDWARD 
Second Duke of York, Edited by W. A. 
and F, BAILL1E-GROHMAN, Introduction 
by THEODOREROOSEVELT, Photograyure 
Frontispiece and23 full-pagel lustrations, 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net; 
parchment, ios. 6d, ne’. 


ARTEMUS WARD’S. Works. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 6d. 
net, 


ARTIST (The+Mind of the). 
Edited by Mrs, LAURENCE BINYON, With 
8 Plates. Smali cr, 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. net. 


ASHTON (JOHN).—Social Life 


in the Reign of Queen Anne. With 
85 Mlusts, Crown svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


ATKINS (J. B.) and CYRIL 
IONIDES.—A Floating Home. The 
Log of 4 Thames Sailing Barge, With 
8 Cooured Illustraiions by Arnold 


Bennett. Feap. ato, cloth, ros. 6d. net. 


|AUZIAS - TURENNE 


a ‘ 
RAY - 
MOND).—The Last of the Mame | 
moths: ARomance. Cr, 8vo, cl. 3s.6d. 


{€l, 


AYSCOUGH (JOHN), Novels by. 


Cruwn bdvo, cloth, és. net. each, ; 
Jacqueline. | Hurdcoctt. | Faustula, 


Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
Prodigals and Sons, 
Qutsiders—and In. 
Mezzogiorno. 
Monksbridge. 


gel oes Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, net. 


BAILDON (A. ‘B. yy i Ropers ¥ 
Louis Stevenson: A Study. With 2 
Portraits. -Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s. net, 


BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 
selected from PERCY’S ‘Reliques.’ Edited 
with an Introduction by F, SIDGWICK. — 
With ro Plates in Colour after BYAM ~ 

_ SHAW, R.I. Large feap, 4to, cloth, 6s, net. | 


Legendary Ballads, selected from 
Percy's * Reliques.’ Edited with an_ 
Introduction by F. SIDGWICK, / With 10 
Plates in Colour after BYAM SHAW, R.I, 
Large fcap. qto, cloth, 6s, net. 


*,* The above 2 volumes may also be had in 
the. St. MARTIN’S LIBRARY, pott 8vo, cloth, — 
€d. net each; leather, gilt top, 4s. net ~ 
each, 


eX 


AUSTEN (JANE), The Works of, 
in Ven ‘Volumes, each conta.ning Ten 
Ilus'rations in Colour by A. WALLIS 
MILLs, With Notes by R, BRIMLEY 
JOHNSON. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net per 
vol, The Novels are as follows: I, and 
Il, PRIDE AND PREJUDICE; ITI. 
and IV., SENSE AND SENSIBILITY ; 
Vis NORTHANGER ABBEY; VL, PER- 
SUASION ; VII. and VIII, EMMA, 
1X. and X. MANSFIELD PARK. 


AUTHORS for the Cae EL BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 


Choice Passages, mostly selected by 
A: H. Hyatr. 16mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net 
each; leather, as. net each, 


Pocket RF, tl. S. 

Pocket George Borrow. 
Poéket Thackeray. 
Pocket Charles Dickens, 
Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Pocket George MacDonald. 
Pocket Emerson. 

Tne Pooket Thomas Hardy. 
Pocket Geor-e Eliot. 
Pocket Charles Kingsley. 
Pocket Lord Beaconsfield. - 
Flower of the Mind. 


BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.,).—_ 
English Surnames: Their Sources 
and >ignifications, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


BARING-GOULD (S.), Novels by. 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each; POPULAR ~ 
EDITIONS, medium 8yo, 9d. net each. 


Red Spider. | Eve... “ie 


= 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


In a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts, 


From Whose Bourne, &, With 47. 
Illustrations by HAL HURsTand others.” 


A Woman Intervenes. 


A Prince of Good Fellows. 
15 Illustrations by E. J. SULLIVAN, 


The Unchang ine East. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, net; POPULAR — 
EDITION, medium 8vo, od. net,’ "’ 


oni Meee 


r 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, WC, 


~ BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 


“Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢@. net each, 


Found Guilty. | Folly Morrison. 


For Love and Honour. 
Between Life and Death, 
Fettered for Life. 
A Missing Witness. 


The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal’s Progress. 
Under a Strange Mask. 


The Obliging Husband. 
Perfidious Lydia. 
The Error of Her Ways. 

John Ford; and His Helpmate. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, Medium S8vo, 9. net each. 


BELLOC (HILAIRE). 


With 8 TIllusts. 
The Woman ofthelIron Bracelets. 


19 Illusts. 
Was She Justified? | Lady Judas. 


With Frontispiece, 


The Book 
of the Bayeux Tapestry. With 76 
facsimile. Coloured Ilustrations. Royal 
8vo cloth, roy, 6d, net, 


The Conditions of Victory. Smal! 


crown Svo, coloured wrapper, 1s, net. 


BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d.-net each, 


Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Crown. 


Fettered for Life. 
Found Guilty. 


BARRINGTON (MICHAEL), 


The Knight of the Golden Sword. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 


IS techs De i Ree tots the Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
ALPH STRAUS an . K. DENT. vith ’ 
13 Plates, Quarto, buckram, 21s, net. Phe Ten Years’ Tenant, 


BAYEUX TAPESTRY, The Book 


ofthe. By HILaIRE BELLOC, With 76 BESANT (Sir WALTER), 
facsimile Coloured Illustrations, Roya Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net 
8vo, cloth, tos, 6d. net. each. 


&ll Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by FRED. BARNARD. 
The Captains’ Room, &c. 

All in a Garden Fair. 
trations by HARRY FURNISS. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, ani «ther Stories, 

Children of Gibeon. 

The Worla Went Very Well Then. 
With 12 Illustratsons by A, FORESTIER. 

Herr Paulus, 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 

For Faith and Freedom. With 
lilusts, by A, FORESTIER and F, WADDY. 
To Call Her Mine, &c, With 9 Illusts, 
The Holy Rose, &c. With Frontispiece, 
Armorel of Lyonesse. With 12 Illusts, 
St. Katherine’s by the waren, 

With 12 Iliustrations by C. GREEN. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8y 0,9d.net.each.| YWerbena Camellia ‘Stephanotis. 


| -_ The Grand Babylon Hotel. HN fk at f nee, a 
The City of Pleasure. Bayond the Dreams of Avarice. 
Hugo. &£ With Illustrations by W. A. HYDE. 
Sacred and Profane Love. In Deacon’s Orders, £c. With Frontis, 
A Great Man. | Leonora. The Revolt of Man. 

Crown 8yo, cloth, 5s. net. Tne Master Craftsman. 
Books and Persons, 


The City of Ratuge. 
See also under ATKINS (J. B.), p. 2. 


BEACONSFIELD, LORD. ByT. 
P, O'CONNOR, M.P. Cr, 8vo.cioth, 55, ne. 
The Pocket Beaconsfield. 16mo. 
cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather gil: top, 4s. net 


BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
Leonora. 
Teresa of Watling Street. 
Taies of the Five Towns. | 
' Sacred and Profane Love. 
The Gates of Wrath. 
The Ghost. 
The City of Pleasure. 
The Grand d Babylon H Hotel. 


With 6 Illus- 


Hugo.) 


Leonora. ‘Popu LAR EDITION, 2 2s. net. 


A Fountain Sealed. 
The Changeling. 
Tne Fourth Generation. 


iti : ’ . With 8 Ill : 
BERICLIVED Art? a Critical) (7R° Pree Se ne erate 
Essay. With 6 Illustrations, Cr. 8vo.|) ope Alabaster Box. 


_ buckram, §s. net. 


Books and Pictures. 
etoth, 6s. net, 


Tne Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. DEMAIN- HAMMOND, 


Crown 8vyo, 
No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations. 


f ay Ae * 7 i ‘ el rae 7 ‘ Nil Nr ee 4 : Aten eae 
 CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


BESANT (Sir Walter)—covttinued. 

FINE PAPER EDITIONS, pott 8vo, cloth gilt, 
os, 6d,! net cach; leather gilt top, 4s. 
net each, 

London. 

| Westminster. , 

Jerusalem. (in‘collaboration with Prof. 
i. H. PALMER ) 

Sir Richard Whittington. 

Gaspard de Coligny. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med, 8vo, od. net each. 


All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
By Celia’s Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Monks of Thelema. 
The Orange Girl, 

For Faith and Freedom. 
Children of Gibeon. 
Dorothy Forster. 

No Other Way. 

Armorel of Lyonessé. 

The Lady of Lynn. 

My Littie Girl. , 


Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s, net each, 
London. With 125 Illustrations, 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

WALKER, and 130 Illustrations, 
South London. With Etching by F.S, 
| WALKER, and 118 Illustrations 
East London. With Etching by F. S. 
WALKER, and 56 Illustrations by PHIL 
May, L. RAVEN HILL, and J. PENNELL. 


Art of Fiction. Feap. 8vo, cloth, rs.net, 


BIERCE (AMBROSE).-—-In the 
Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Ga, 
net ; crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. net. 


BINDLOSS (HAROLD), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. net each, 
The Mistress of Bonaventure, 
Daventry’s Daughter, 
op erate of Wheat. 
e Concession-hunters. 
Ainslie’s Ju-ju. ey 


fee eae ee 
POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, od. net each. 
The Concession-hunters, 
The Mistress of Bonaventure, 
a ARNE IRR AG OSE a 
BLAKE (WILLIAM): A Critical 
Study by A. C, SWINBURNE, With a 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net : 
@he Marriage of Heaven 


Hell, and A Song of Liberty. and) Largefcap. gto, cl., 6s, net ea.; LARGE PAPER iy. 


\ 
Introduction by FG, SToKks, ‘A on 


RENCE Press BOOK, Cr, 8vo, hand- e 
paper, bds,, 35. 6¢, net; parchmt., ee 
| ty “| 


With a Portrait, Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. \ 
net; leather, gilt top, 4s. net. é 
(See also under FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS, ), 


BOHEMIA’S CLAIM FOR™ 
FREEDOM.—Edit. by J. PROCHAZKA. 
With aa Introduction by G, K.-CHES- 
TERTON, Iilust. Post 8vo, paper, Is. net. 


BORENIUS (TANCRED).—The 
Painters of Vicenza, With 15 full- 
page Plates. Demy 8vo,,cloth,7s. 64. net. 


BORROW (GEORGE), 
\ Pocket, Arranged by Epw. THOMAS, * 
16mo, cloth 2s, 6d, net; leather, 


gilt top, 4s, net. 


BOSSES AND CORBELS OF 
EXETER CATHEDRAL. By E. K,- 
PRIDEAUX and. G, R. HOLT SHAFTO. 
With Ilusts, Dy. 8vo, cl, 7s. 6d, net, 


BOURGET (PAUL).—The Night 
Cometh. Translated by FREDERIC LEES. 
Cr. 8yo, cloth, 6s. net. 


BRAND (JOHN).—Observations 
on Popular Antiquities. With the 
Additions of Sir HENRY ELLIS, Crown , 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


BRANFGRD (BENCHARA). — 
aE and Vesta, Crown 8vo, cloth, 
és. net. 


BREWER’S (Rev. Dr.) Diction-— 


ary. 

TheReader’sHandbook of Famous 
Names in Fiction, Allusions, 
References, 
Stories, and Poems, 
cloth, 5s, net 


Crown 8vo, 


BRIDGE CATECHISM: QUES- 
TIONS AND ANSWERS: including 
the PORTLAND CLUB CopE. By ROBERT 
HAMMOND. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net 


BRIDGE (J. S. C.).—From Island 
to Empire: History of theExpansion of 
Enelana by Force of Arms. With Maps 
and Plans. Large crown 8v6, él,, 6s. net; 
also crown 8$vo, cloth, 2s, net. : 


BROW NING’S (ROBT.) POEMS. — 


EDITION, parchment, 12s, 6d. net each,— _ 
Alsoin the ST, MARTIN'S LIBRARY, pott8yo, 


oth, 2s. 6d. net each ; leather, gilt top, 


4s. net each. 


'BOCCACCIO.—The Decameron. 


a7 
is 
"fee 
¢ 


ATG 


ws 
Ww 


The | 


Proverbs, Piots, © 


? 


. GHATTO & _WINDUS, 97 7 & 99 en MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, We 


- BROWNING'S (ROBT. ROBT.) POEMS—centid. IBYZANTINE ENAMELS _ IN 


Pippa Passes; and Men and 
Women. With ro Plates in Colour 
atter E. FORTESCUE BriCKDALE. No 


parchment copies, 


Dramatis Parsons; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With to 
Plates in Colour aiter E. F. BRICKDALE, 


Browning’s Heroines. By ETHEL 
COLBURN MAYNE, Cr, Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 


BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 


and Novels by. 


The Complete Poetical Works of 
Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols,, crown 
8vo, buckram. with Portrait Frontispiece 


to each volume, 12s. net, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


The Shadow cf the Sword. 
_ A Child of Nature. 


God and tne Man. With 11 Iilustra- 


tions by F, BAKNARD. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 
The New Abelard. 
Rachel Dene, 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan, 
Tne Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
/ Woman and the Man. 
Red and White Heather. 
Andromeda, 


; POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 2. net each. 


; The Shadow of the Sword. 
7 God and the Man. 
_ Foxglove Manor. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 


net; leather, gilt top, 4s, net. 


a a SS lle 


py: 


4 36, 64. 1b 


; 


i Te 
ne 


Anatomy ef Melaneholy, With 


rere te 


— 


et j i 


The Shadow of the Sword. Finr |, 
VAPER EpiTion. Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 


The Charlatan. By Rogert BuCHANAN 
and HENRY MYRRAY, Crewn $ye, evth, 


| Re ER 


BURTON (ROBERT). — T he|cHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) Werks. 


» Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


BYRD (JOHN WALTER).—The 


Born Fool. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net, 


5 


MR. PLERPONT MORGAN’S COL- 
LECTION. By O M, DaLtron. With 
Note by RoGER FRY, and Illustrations 
in Colour. Royal gto, boards, 7s, 6d. net. 


CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. cd, net each, 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Sen of Hagar. 
The Deemster, 


Also POPULAR | EDITIONS, picture covers, 
gd. net each; and the FINS PApPaR 
EbITION of The Deemster, pott Sve, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; leather, 4s, net. 


CAINE (WILLIAM).—Monsieur 


Segoiin’s Story. Demy 8vy, coloured 
Wrapper, 3d, net. ; 


CAMBRIDGE FROM WITHIN. 


By CHAREES TENNYSON, With 12 Ihustra= 
tions in Colour and 8 ia Sepia by HARRY 
MORLEY. Demy Svo, cloth, 5s, net. 


CAMERON (V. LOVETT).—The 
Cruise ‘of the ‘Black Prince’ 
Privateer. Cr. 8vo, cloth, with g Illusts., 
3s. 6d. net. 


CANZIANI (ESTELLA), Books 
by. 

Costumes, Traditions, and Songs 
of Savoy. With 50 illustrations in 
Colour and some in Line, Demy 4to, cl. 
gilt, 21s. net ; vellum gilt, 315, 64. net, 

Piedmont. By ESTELLA CANZIANI and 
ELEANOUR KonDE, With 52 TIilus- 


tratious in Colour and many in Line, — 


Demy 4te, cloth, 21s. net. 


CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 


Alice in Wonderland. With 12 Col. 


and imany Line Illus, by MILLICENT 
SOWERBY. Large cr, $vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 

Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
by W,-H, DRAPER. Post 8vo, boards, 
Is, net; leather, 2s, net. 


CATHOLICITY, WHAT 1IS?— 
Letters frem the horas Tiwes and the 
Tablet, Gollocicd by W, W, @cown Bye, 
paper, Be net, 


Seenehenennemenanatinn Iitteatnemeteintneaintatmensiaemensstiemismmn nine meme tee tad 


Vol. L, Plays Complete, ineluding the 
Boxubtiwl Ones. —~ Vol. Th Poems ar 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A, ¢. 
SWINBURNE,—Vol. III, Translations of 
the iad) and Odyssey, Three, Vols, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 


: 


‘CHRISTMAS CAROLS, 


cuatte: & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. 


“MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON. wc, 


CHAUCER for Children: A Gol- 
den Key. By Mrs. H.R, HAWEIs, With} 
8 Coloured Plates and jo Woodcuts, 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Chaucer for Schools. With theStory 
a his limes and his Werk, By Mrs. 
.R. HAWEIS. Demy 8vo, cl,, 25. 64, net. 

odes Be also THE KING’S CLASSICS, p. 16, 


CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 
Novelsby. Cr, 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Cable-man. 
The Claimant. 
The Romance of a Queen. 


_CHESS, The Laws and Practice 


of; with an Andaysis of the Openings. 
By HOWwWarRD STAUNTON. Edited by 
R, B, WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


The, Minor Tactics of Chess; A 
Treatise on Ahé Deployment or the 
Forces in obediencet » Strategic Principle. 
By F. K. YOUNG and E. C, HOWELL. 
Long fcap 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net, 


The Hastings Chess Tournament, 
Aug.-Sept.,, 1895. Wich Annotations by 
PILLSBURY, LASKER, TARRASCH, STEINITZ 
SCHIFFERS, TEICHMANN, BARDELEBEN, 
BLACKBURNE, GUNSBERG, TINSLEY 
MASON and ALBIN ; also Biographies and 
Portraits, Edited by H. F, CHESHIRE, 
Crown.-8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


CHESTERTON (G. K.).—A Short 
History of England. Crown 8&vo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 


AN- 
CIENT ENGLISH. Collected and ar- 
ranged by EDIrH RICKERT, Post 8va, 
cloth, 3s.6d, net. Parchment, 5s, net. 
See also NEW MEDIEVAL LIBRARY, Pp. Ig. 


CLAUDEL (PAU L).—The 
Tidings Brought to Mary.  Trans- 
lated by LouI-E MORGAN SILL, Pott 
qto, cloth, 6s. net. 


CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 
and Dreams. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


eres 


COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.). 
Jonathan Swift, Cr, 8vo, cl., 35. 6d. net, 


| ~~ 


COLLINS (WILKIE), 1), Novels by. 
Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net each, 


Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide and Seek. 

The Woman in White, 
The Moonstone, 

Men and Wife, 

The Dead Secret. 
After Dark. 

The Queen of Hearts, 


My Miscel’anieés, 

Armadale. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

Miss or Mrs.? 

The Black Robe, 

The New Magdalen. 

Frozen Deep. 

A Rogue's Life. 

The Law and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies, 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. 

Heart and Science. | “I Say No.” 
The Evil Genius. | Little Novels. 
The Legacy of Cain. | Blind Love. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8yo, 
gd. net each, 

Antonina. 

Poor Miss Finch. 

The Woman in White. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Moonstone. 

The New Magdalen, 

The Dead Secret. 

Man and Wife. 

No Name. 

Armadale. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

Blind Love. 

The Legacy of Cain. 

The Woman in White. Larce Typs, 
FINE PAPER EDITION. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. 6d. net; leather, gilt top, 
4s, net, 


The Frezen Deep. LARer TYPE Evrr. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth,-zs. net, 
SS ee ee Ee ee Se ee 


COLVILL (HELEN H.).—The 


Incubus. Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. net. 


COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1906. 


Crown 8yo, cloth, rs, 6d, net, 
6 


No Name : 


ere 


By A. CLEMENT EDWARDS, M. v = 


2 hee ae Pott h YL Rea tye 
~ CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, WC. 


q 


r The Inimitable Mrs, Massing- 
. ham. PoruLaR EDmiON, med, dsyo, 


gd, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6@. net each, 


The Wilful Way. 


The Queen can do no Wrong. 
To Defeat the Ends of Justice, 


CORNWALL.— Popular 
t Romances of the West of England: 
Colhected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. Wilb 
two Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 


Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


CREIGHTON (BASIL). — 


The 


_ History of an Attraction. Crown 8vo, 


cioih, 5s. net. 


CRESSWELL (Cc. M) — 


The 


Making and Breaking of Almansur. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


CROSS (MARGARET B.), Novels) 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net each, 


Opportunity. 
Up to Perrin’s. 


A Question of Means. ir. 8vo, cl, 
3s. G4. net. POPULAR EviTION, medium 


Svo, gd, net. 


CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC” AL- 
MANACK. Complete in [WoO SERIES: 


the First from 1835 to 1843: 
SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. With many} 
hundred Woodcuts and Steel Plates by | 
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK and others, 

Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, §s. net each, 


Cr. 8yo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 


A Birdof Passage. 
Mr. Jervis. 
- Diana Barrington; 

“To Let.’’ 
A Family Likeness. 
_ Terence. 

. A Third Person. 
‘ Interterence. 
Beyond the Pale, 
Two Masters. 
_ Infatuation. 
' Some One Else, 
In the ee adore of Kerry, 
Jason, & 
Married ¢ or Single? 


the 


Two! - 
| DELSTANCHE (ALBERT).-The 


CROKER (Bb. M.), Novels by. 


COMPTON (HERBERT), Novels by. CROKER B, M.)—continued. 


Miss Balmaine's Past. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

Proper Pride. | The Cat’s-paw,. 
The Real Lady Hilua. 

The Spanish Necklace. 

Village Taies & Jungle Tragedies. 
A Roiling Stone. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo. 9d net each, 
Proper Pride | The Cat's-paw. 
Diepa Berrington, 

A Bira of Passage. 

A Family Likeness. 

The Spanish Necklace. 

A Roliuns Stone. | infatuation. 
Pretty Miss Neville, 

Beyond the Pale. 

The Real Lady Hilda. 

Married or Singie? 


CUPID AND PSYCHE. With 8 


Illustrations in colour by DOROTHY 
MULLOCK, Fcap, 4to, boards, 5s. net. 
——~. 


CUSSANS (JOHN E.).—A Hand- 
book oi Heraldry. With 408’ Woodcuts 
and 2 Colid, Plates, Cr, 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


DAVIES (Dr. N. E. YORKE-). 
Crown 8vo, ts. net; cloth, Is. 6d. net. , 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 
(Foods ior the Fat). 
Aids to Long Life. Cr. 8vo, 2s, net; ~ 
cl, 2s. Od, net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. net. | 
Wineand Health : How lo enjoy both, 


Ona Thousand Medical Maxims 
/ and Surgical Hints. 


Nursery Hints: A Mother’s Guide, 


Little Towns of Fianders, Twelve 
Wooacuts, with Prefatory Letter from 
EMILE VERHAEREN, Fcap, 4to, boards, 
| 3s. 6d. net. Sce also under FLORENCE 
PRESS BOOKS, page Io, 


DEVON: Its Moorlands, 
Streams, and Coasts. By Lady 
ROsALIND NoukTHoorr, — Illustrated in 
Colours by F, J, WiDGERY. Feap, 4to, 
cloth, ros, 6d. net, 


Folk Rhymes of Devon. By W. 
CROSSING, Demy 8vo, cloth, qs. 6d. net. 


Lynton and Lynmouth, By Jonn 
PRESLAND. Illustrated in Colour by 
F, J. WIDGERY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. 6d. net. 


Realm, This England, With 9 
Iilustrations, Crown 8vo, cioth, 2s, net, 


DEWAR (T. R.).—A Ramble 
Round the Globe. With 220 lilustra- 


tions. Crown &vo, cloth, 6s. net, 
DICKENS (CHARLES), The 
Speeches of. With a Portrait. Pott 


, Bvo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; 


Charles Dickens, 
CHARLES SWINBURNE, 
cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens: Pass- 
ages chosen by ALFRED H. HYArTT. 
16mo, cloth, 2s, 6d. net ; leather, gilt tup 
4s, net, 


DICTIONARIES. 


A Dictionary of the Drama. B 
~ W, DavVENFOnT ADAMS. Vol. 1. (Ato G) 
Demy 8vo, cloth, tos. 6d, net, 

The Reader’s Handbook. By Rev. 
E. © bREWER, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s, net. 

Familiar Allusions. Ey W. A.andC 
G. WHEEI BK. len y 8Vo, el. 75, 6a, nel 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great 
Men. With Expianatury Notes D\ 
SAMUEL A! BENT,A.M. Cr, 8vo, cl., 6s. nel, 

The Slang Dictionary: Historica 
and Ane otal Crowi svo, cloth, 6s. net 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 
Dicuon sy oF Curious Matis By E 
EDWAKDS, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64 net 


DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 
Crown 8vo. buckram, 5s. net each. 
, Four Frenchwomen, With Portraits. 


Eighteenth Century Wignettes. 
\ an Thtec 


leather, 4s. net. 


By ALGERNON 
Crown 8yo, 


Sericy; also) FiNe-vaphk 
EDITIONS, pott 8vo, coth, 2s. 6d. nei 
each ; Jeather, 4s, net each, . 


A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Iilus.rations 


Side-walk Studies, With 5 Illusts. 


Old Kensington Paluce, &o. With 
6 Mustrtic ns, 


At Prior Park, &c. With6 Illustrations, 
Rosaiba’s Journal 8vo, with 6 Illus, 


DIMNET (ERNEST). — France 
Nerself Again.- Lemy 8voe, cot: 
16s, uct. 

Saal rennin eeerspee ntact 

DIRCKS HELEN).—FINDING, 


Pott 8ye, sloth, ao od. net, 


DIXON (W. WILLMOTT), Novels 


by. Crown 8&¥o, cloth, 35. Gd. net each, 


The Rogue of Rye. 
King Hal of Heronsea, 


at bi et ary 


“p A Me 


“ ants 
yo 


(DICK), 
Stories by. 


Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


Suspicion Aroused. 

In the Grip of the Law. 

The Man from Manchester. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. 
Wanted ! 


Detective! ; 


Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 


Tracked to Doom. 

Tracked and Taken, 

A Detective’s Triumphs: | 

Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 
Caught at Last. 

Link by Link. 

Riddles Read. 

From Iniormation Received. 
The Man-Hunter, 

Tales of Terror. 

Deacon Erodie. 

Tyler Tatlock,Private Detective. 
The Records of Vincent Trill. 


DOSTOEVSKY (FYODOR), 


Letters of. Translated by ETHEL 
COLBURN MaYNE. With 16 Illustrations. 


Demy &vo, buckram, 7s. 6Z. net, NEW | 


AND CHEAPER EDIIION, 
ail the original illustrations, 
cloti, 63. n t. 


with 


re-et 


DOYLE (A. CONAN).—The Firm 


of Girdlestone. Cr, 8vo, ci,. 3s, 6d, net; 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8yo, 97. net. 


DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 


Ediicu by LUNN NGHAM. | Cr, 8vo, 


wl, 


cloth, with Portra ts, 3s. 6d. net, per Vol. — 


Ben Jonson’s Works, 


< , v ola 
_ CHATTO & WENDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, | ABO wee a 
beiesig WV SEDO ST A UALR COD DN CE TENS IN NMA STs AO ese ea HOTT SNE ENE CE 
DEWAR (GEORGE A.B.).—This| DONOVAN — 


Crown 8ve, — 


With Notes | - 


and a Bioyraphical Memoir by WILLIAM — 


GiFFORD, Three Vols, 


Chapman’s Works, Three Vols.—Vol. 
I, The Plays compiete; Vol, II, Poems, 
and Transiations, with Essay by A, €. 
SWINBURNE; Vol. III. The Iliad ana ~ 
Odyssey. 


Marlowe's Works, 
Massinger’s Plays. 


_ One Val, 
One Vol. 


{DRAPER (W. H.). — Poems of. 


the Love of England. Ciown 8yo, 
Decorated cover, iy. net. 


(See also under P ETRARCH.) 


DU MAURIER: (GEORGE), The 


Satirist of the Victorians, 
MARTIN Woon 


Fcap, gto, cloth, 7s, 6d, net, } 


By T. 


| 


With 41’ Illustrations, - 


a & WINDUS, 97 & 


INDUS, on & 99 oT. MARTINS 1 LANE, LONDON, we. 


-DUMPY BOOKS (The) 
_ Children. Royal 32mo, cloth, rs. net 
each, 
1.The Flamp, The Rinaiiuiaton, 


’ 


and The School-boy’s Appren- 
tice. By E, V, Luc: AS, 


4 The Story of Little Black 
Sambo, By HELEN BANNERMAN, 
Iilustrated in colours. 


7. A Flower Book, Illustrated in 
colours by NELLIE BENSON. 


8. The Pink Knight. By J, R. Mon- 
SELL. Illustrated in colours. 


9, The Little Clown. By T. COBB, 


10. A Horse Book. By Mary TOURTEL, 
Tilustrated in colours, 


41. Little People: an Alphabet. By 
HENRY MAYER and T. W. H. CROSLAND. 
Illustrated in colours, 


12, A Dog Book. By Erret BICKNELL, 
With Pictures in colours by CARTON 
MOORE PARK, 


15, Dollies. By RICHARD HUNTER, 
Iflustrated-in colours by RUTH COBB. 


.17 Peter Piper’s Practical Prin- 


ciples, Illustrated in colours. 
18. Little White Barbara. By 
ELEANOR MARCH, Illustratedin colours, 


22. The Ole Man’s Bag. By T. W. 
H. CROSLAND.  Lilus. by J. R. MONSELL, 


25. More Dollies. By RicHARD HUN- 
TER. Illus, in colours by RuTH COBB, 


28. The Sooty Man. By E. B. 
MACKINNON and EDEN COYBEE. Illus. 


30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
JEAN C, ARCHER. 


_ 31. Sammy and the Snariywink. 


‘Illustrated in colours by LENA and. NOR- 
MAN AULT, 


33. Irene’s Christmas Party. By 
RICHARD HUNTER. Illus, by RUTH COPB. 


34. -The-Little Soldier Book. By} 


JESSIE Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
ys HENRY MAYER. 


35. The Dutch Doll's Ditties. By 
; C, AUBREY MOORE, 
36. Ten Little Nigger Boys. By 


Nora CASE. 


37. Humpty Dumpty’s Little Son, 
By HELEN R, Cross. 


3 sli Simple Simon. By HELEN R, 
CROSS, P itustrated 4 in colours, 


39. The Little Frenchman, 


\ 


By 


~ EDEN COYBEE, Illustrated in colours by 
K. J, FRICERO. 


- 40.” The Story of an Irish Potato, 
- By LILY SCHOFIELD. 


-Iilust, in: colours. 


for|DUTT (ROMESH C. )--England. 


and India: 


Progress during One 
Hundred Years. : 


Crown 8vo, cl,, 2. net. 


EDWARDS (ELIEZER).— 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint,and Out-of-the- 
Way Matters, Cr. “8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).—, 


Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
With Four Illusts, Cr, 8yo, cl,, 35. 6d, net. 


ELIZABETHAN VERSE, The 
Book of. Edited, with Notes, by W.S. 
BRAITHWAITE, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
net ; vellum gilt, 12s, 6d. net. 


EPISTOL#& OBSCURORUM 
Virorum (5515-1517), Latin Text, 
with Translation, Notes, &c,, by F. G 
STOKEs, Royal 8vo, buckram, 25s. net, 


EXETER SCHOOL, The Found- 


ing of,, By H. LLoyo Parry, Crown 
4to, cloth, 5s. net. 
FAIRY TALES FROM 


TUSCANY. By ISABELLA M. ANDER- 
TON, Square 16mo, cloth, rs, net. 


FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS | Mis: 


cellaneous Information. By W. A, and C. 
G. WHEELER. Demy 8vo, cl. 7s. 6d. net. 


FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Great Men. By 5S. A. BENT, A.M. 
Crown $v6, cloth, Gs. net. 


FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 
by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each, 


The Chemical History of a 
Candle: Lectures delivered before a. 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WIILIAM 
CROOKES, F.C.S, With numerous Illusts. 


On the Various Forces of Natura, 
and their Relations to each 
other. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES 

-¥.C.S. With Illustrations. ; 


FARMER (HENRY).—Slaves of 
Chance: A Novel, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


— 


FARRAR (F.W., D.D.).—Ruskin 
as a Religicus Teacher. Square’ 
16m0, cloth, with Frontispiece, Is, net. 

¥% | 


f 


| 
FENN (G. MANVILLE), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 


The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Lily. 
‘The White Virgin. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Ailsa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. ~ 
In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. , 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Ceremonies. 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid’s Mischief. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 
Bits of Paste. 
Black Shadows. 
Running Amok. 
The Cankerworm, 
So Like a Woman. 
A Crimson Crime. 


POPULAR EDITIONS. med. Svo, od. net each. 


A Crimson Crime. 
A Woman Worth Winning. 


FILIPPI (ROSINA).—Inhaling : | 


A Romance. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


FIREWORK - MAKING, The 
Complete Art of. By T. KENTISH 
With 267 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net. 


FISHER (ARTHUR 0.).—The 
Land of Silent Feet. With a Frontis- 
piece by G. D. ARMOUR, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6s, net. 


FLAMMARION (CAMILLE).—| FRANKAU (GILBERT).—One of. 


Popular Astronomy. Translated 
/by J. ELLARD GORE, F.R.A.S. With Ilus- 
trations. Medium 8vo,cloth, tos. 6d, net, 


: a 


FLOWER BOOK (The). By 
CONSTANCE SMEDLEY ARMFIELD and 
MAXWELL ARMFIELD, Large fcap 4to, 
cl., 55, net, 


4 Le TE OW © oo a Nei ae le. ween 


iSeries 


FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS—continucd. 


Virginibus Puerisque, &c. By R. L.STEVEN- 
son, With 12 Lllustrations in Culoured Colio- 
typeatter the Drawings of NORMAN WILKIN- 
SON (235 numbered copies.) Crown 4to, bds., 
#2 12s. 6d net ; vellum, £2 3s. net. 


The Fioretti or Little Flowers of 5S. 
Francis, Translated by Prof. T. W. ARNOLD, 
M.A. With 29 [llustrationsin Collotype from 
the MSS.in the Laurentian Library. (475 
numbered Copies.) Printed in red and black. 


Songs before Sunrise. By ALGEBRNON 


Printed in redand black. Crown 4to, boards, 
268. net; limp vellum, 36s. net- 


The Marriage of Heaven and Hell; and 
A Song of Liberty. By WILLIAM BLAKE. 
With Introduction by F. G. StokEs. Crown 
8yo, boards, 38. 6d. net; parchment 6s. net- 


Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By BLIss 
CARMAN. Small crown 8yo, boards, 5s. net; 
parchment gilt, 6s. net. 


Memoriale di Molte Statue e Pitture, 
Sono Inclyta Cipta di Florentia. 
(Edition limited to 450 copies.) Demy 8yo, 5s. 
net ; limp vellum, 12s. 6d. net. 


Olympia: The Latin Text of Boecaccio's 
Fourteenth Eclogue, with an English ren- 
dering, and other supplementary matter, by 
ISRAEL GOLLANCZ, Litt.D., and a Photogra- 
vure facsimile of a part of the MS. Limited 
to 400 copies fcap. 4to, hind-made paper, 
boards, 6s. net; vellum, 12s. 6d. net. 


Stevenson’s Poems. Complete Edition, 
Small fcap. dto, gilt top, 12s. 6d. net. 


The Poems of John Keats. Newly arranged 
in chronological order, and Edited by Sir 
SIDNEY COLVIN. In 2 vols., small 4to, boards, 
lds. net; buckram, 21s. net. LARGE PAPER 
Eprrioy, limited to 250 copies, fcap. 4to, hand- 
eee paper, parchment, 3ls. 6d, net; vellum, 

Os. Wet, 


| The Lyrical Poems of Shelley. Newly 
| Edited by Prof. C.H HERFOr». 1 Vol small! 
4to, boards, 12s. 6é. net: buckram, 16s. net. 
Aliso a LARGE PAPER EDITION, limited 4o 
250 numbered copies. Parchment, 25s, net. 


Flanders, The Little Towns of. 12 Wood- 
cuts by ALBERT DELSTANCHE, witha Prefa- 
tory Letrer from EMILE VERHAEBEY, Hdition 
limited to 500 numbered copies. Demy 4to, 
bds,, 12s. 6d. net ; vellum, SI 1s. net. 

/ 


Us: A Novelin Verse. Crown 8vo, paper, 

‘ts, net, Special Edition with Illustra- 
tions by ‘‘FisH.” Fgap. 4to, boards, 5s. 
net, Joo copies bound in parchment and 
signed by the Author and Artist, 125. 6d. 
net. Only a few remain. 


“Tid’Apa’’: A Poem. Demy 8vo, 
boards, 2s. 6d. net. 


The City of Fear. Pott 4to, cloth, 
35.62. net, : 


FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS The Judgement of Valhalla. Pott 


(The). Set in the beautiful FLORENCE 
TYPE designed by Mr, HERBERT P, 
IYORNH. Printed on hand-made paper, 


10 


qto, cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


The Woman of the Horizon, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 65. net. : 


a 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99°ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


Demy 4to, boards, 30s. net ; vellum, 42s. net. _ 


CHARLES SWINBURNE. (475 numbered copies.) « 


Wd 


FRY’S (HERBERT) 


- 


Annually, Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. niet. 


F RY 
Pictures and the Teaching of 


GARDENING BOOKS. Post 8v ©.) 


“The Garden that Paid the Rent.| 


_ GIBBON (CHARLES), 


‘The Dead Heart. 


x" 


Ships of Desire. 


x — & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. 
_ FREEMAN (R. AUSTIN).—John 


aot BB 


_ GIBSON. (L. S.), Novels by. | 
| 


: 3 The paeansanan me 


i 


MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


Thorndyke’s Cases, [lustrated by H 
M. Brock, Sc, POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 97, net. 


Royal 
Guide to the London Charities. 
Edited by JOHN LANE. Published) 


(ROGER) —children’s 


litustrated in Colour and Mino- 
Feap. 4to, boards, 2s. 6d, net, 


rt. 
chrome. 


Is, 6d. net each. 


A Year’s Work in Garden and 
Greenhouse. By GEORGE ULENNY. 
Also an edition at Is, net. 


Househeld Horticulture. 
and JANE JERROLD. . Illustrated, 


By Tom 


By TOM JERROLD. 


Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 
JERROLD. Post 8vo, cloth, 1s. net. 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


Robin Gray. 

The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest, 
The Braes of Yarrow. | 
Of High Degree. | 
Queen of the Meadow. | 
By Mead and Stream. | 
For Lack of Gold. 


Novels| 
| 


| 
t 


POPULAR EDITION, | 
médium 8vo, 9d. net. i 


(A. HAMILTON).— 
Cheadle and Son. Crown 8vo, ane 
6s. net. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d. net each. 


The Freemasons. 
Burnt Spices. : 


Chgap Edition, 


medium Svo, 9d. vet. 


GILBERT'S (W. 


S.) Original 


Plays. In 4 Series, FINE-PAPER Epr ‘ION, 


Pou 8vo, cloth, as. 6d, net cach ; leather, 
gilt top, qs, net each, 
The First SERIES contains: The Wicked 


World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of 
Truth—Trial by Jury—lolanthe. 

The SECOND SERIES contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb 
—H.M.S. . ‘Pinafore’—The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance. 

The THIRD SERIES contains: Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty’s Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado- Ruddigore 
—The Yeomen of the Gtard—The Gon- 


doliers—The Mountebanks—Utopia. — » 


The FOURTH SERIES contains: 
Dilemina—The Grand Duke - 


The Fairy's 
His Fxcel- 


lency—' Haste to the Wedding —Fallen. . 


Fairies—Th- Gentleman in Black—Bran- 
tinghame HaJ—Creatures of Impnlse— 
Randall’s Thunib—The Fortune-hunter 
—Thespis. With Portrait of the Author, 


P a2 , : 
.Eight Original Comic Operas, 
‘Two Series, demy 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d, net each, 
The Frest SERIES contains: The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. ‘Pinafore’—The Pirates of 
Penz ince — lolanthe — Patience — Prin- 

cess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND SERIES contains: The Gons 
doliers—The Grand. Duke—The Yeomen 
of the Guard— 


—Haste to the Wedding. 
The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 


day Book. Compiled by A, WATSON, 
Royal 10m0, decorated cover, rs, net. 


'GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 


by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd, net each, 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Weaith of Mallerstang. 
AnAnége!’s Portion. | Balicl Garth 
The Drezms of Simon Usher, 


iGLANVILLE (ERNEST), Novels 


by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6a. net each, 
The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illusts. 


The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland., Two Lilusts, by HUME NISBET, 


A Fair Colonist, With Frontispiece. 
The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece. 
Tales from the VYeld. With r2Tllusts, 


Max Thornton. With 8 IWustrations 
by J. & Crompron, Rs 


It 


His Excellency—Utopia, , 
Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks - 


-CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, We. 


| 


GOLDEN TREASURY’ of 
Thought, The. By THEODORE Tay- 
LOR, Cr. 8vo, cl, 35. 6d, net. 


GRACE (ALFRED A.).—Tales 
of a Dying Race. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net. 


GRACE, E. M.: A Memoir. 
By F, S. ASHLEY-COOPER. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5s, net, 


i 
GRANDE (JULIAN).—A Citi- 
zens’ Army: The Swiss Military 
System. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 
Lifeof the, By Ernst GUHL and W. 
Koner. Edited by Dr, F. HUEFFER. 
With 545 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cL, 6s. net. 


GREEN (ARTHUR).—The Story 


ad Fu) if 
’ he 
i cus) 


~ 


HAMILTON’ S (COSMO) Stories— 
continued. 


Plain Brown. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 
POPULAR EDITION, medium 8vo, cd. net. 


A Plea for the Younger Genera- 
tion. Crown 8yo, cloth, 2s; 6d, net. 


HAPPY TESTAMENT, The. 
By CHARLES LOUNDSBERRY,  Illus- 
trated in Colour by RACHEL MARSHALL. 
Post 8vo, decorated cover, Is. net, 


HAPSBURGS, The Cradle ofthe. © 


By J. W. GILBART-SMITH, M.A. With 
numerous Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


—_—————— S$. CF 


HARDY (THOMAS), — Under 
the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d..net; FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather gilt, qs. 
net; CHEAP EDITION, medium 8vo, 9@- 
net. Also the LARGE TYPE EDITION 
DE LUXE, with ro Illustrations in Colour 
by KEITH HENDERSON. Ecap. gto, cloth, 
3s. 6d, net. 


The Pocket Thomas Hardy, 16mo, 
cloth, 25, 6d. net ; leather, gilt top, 4s. net, 


of a Prisoner of War. Poit 8vo, 
Is, net, 
GREEN (F. E.) — The Surrey|—_— 


Hills. Illustrated by ELtiotr Sea- 
BROOKE. Fcap. qto, cloth, 7s. 6d, nét. 


GRIMM.—German Popular 
Stories. — Collected by the Brothers 
GRIMM and Translated by EDGAR TAyY- 
LOR. With an Intro, by JOHN. RUSKIN, 
Illustrated by GEORGE CRUIKSHANE. 
Square 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 5s. net, 


HABBERTON (JOHN).—Helen’s 
‘ Babies. With Coloured Frontis,and 60, 
Ilustrations by Eva Roos. Feap. 4to, 
cloth, 6s. net. 


a 


HALL (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches 
of Iris) Character. Illusts. by CRUIK- 
SHANK aud vthers, Demy 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 


HAMILTON’S (COSMO) Stories 
Two Kings, &c. 
_ Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each, 


Nature’s Yagabond, &c. 
The Door that has no Key. 


Cr. 8yo., cl., 25. net, 


I2 


HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER): 


Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 
50 other Illustrations by J. A, SHEPHERD. 
Fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net. 


Nights with Uncle Remus. With 
8 Coloured and 50 other Illustrations by 
J.A.SHEPHERD, Feap, gto, cl, 6s. net. 


HARTE’S (BRET) _ Collected 
Works. LIBRARY EDITION, (Ten 
Volumes now ready). Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net each. 

Vol > “I: POETICAL AND- DRAMATIC 
WoRKS, With Portrait. 
THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—- 


BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN 
LEGENDS. 


* Il. 


EASTERN SKETCHES, 
. GABRIEL CONROY, 
. STORIES — CONDENSED NOVELS. 
, TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE. 


With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE. 
. TALES-OF-PINE-AND CYPRESS. 
. BUCKEYE AND CHAPPAREL. _ 
. TALES OF TRAIL AND TOWN, 


| 


i, TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS— 


. TALESOF THE PACIFICSLOPE—II. 
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_CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 9 ST. MARTIN'S LAD LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


HARTE (BRET)—continued. 


Bret Harte’s Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and go Ilus- 
trations, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net each; 
4s. net each. 


Mliss, Luck of Roaring Camp, &c, 
Condensed Novels. Both Seriss 
Complete Poatical Works. 


leather, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net, each. 
On the Old Trail, 
Trent’s Trust. 
Under the Redwoods. 
From Sandhill to Pine, 
Stories in Light and Shadow. . 
Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation. 


Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
In a Hoilow of the Hills. 
Maruja. 

Gabriel Conroy. 


A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 
59 lliustrations by STANLEY L, WOOD. 


The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. 
With 39 Illusis, by DUDLEY Harpy, &c, 


Clarence: A Story of the American War. 
With 8 [ustrations by A, JULE GOODMAN. 


Barker’s Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A, FORESTIER, PAUL HARDY, &c. 


Devil’s Ford, &c. 


The Crusade of the ‘Excelsior.’ 
With Frontis, by J], BERNARD PARTRIDGE. 


Tales of Trail and Town. With 
~ Frontispiece by G. P. JAcomp Hoop, 


A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottie’s Client. 


A Protégée of Jack Hamlin’s. 
With numerous Illustrations. 


Sally Dows, &c, With 47 Illustrations 
by W. D. ALMOND and others. 


An Heiress of Red Dog. 
Californian Stories. 
Luck of Roaring Camp. 


Condensed Novels: New Bur- 
_ lesques. 


Three Partners, Popular EDITION, 
medium 8yo, 9d, net. 


HAWEIS (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dress, With 32 iilustia- 
tions, Post 8yo. cloth, rs, 6d net. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy &vo, cloth, 25. 6d, net, 

Chaucer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown gto, cloth, 3s. 6d, net, 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 


Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 64. 
net each. 
Garth. |. Ellice Quentin. 


Fortune’s Fool. | Dusé: Four Illusts. 
Beatrix Randolph With Four Illusts, 
D. Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
Sebastian Strome. 

Love—ora Name. 


HEAD (Mrs. 
Simple Guide to Pictures. 
Iljust)ations (24 in Colour), 
cloth, 5s. net. 


HENRY).—A 
With 34 
Feap, 4to, 


HEALY (CHRIS), Books by, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, each, 


Confessions of a Journalist. 
Heirs of Reuben. | Mara. 


HENDERSON (KEITH).— 
Letters to Helen: The Impres- 
sions of an Artist on the 
Western Front. lliustrates, Demy, 
8vo, boards, 6s. net. 


HENTY (G. A.), Novels by. 
BRIBD, the Juggler, Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s cd, net. ; 


Crown 8yo, cloth, 3s, 6d, net each, 
The Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy’s Dousie. 
Colonel Thorndyke’s Secret, | 


HERBERTSON (JESSIE, L.).— 


Junia. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net: 


HILL (HEADON).—Zambra the 
Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
net, \ 


HOFFMANN (PROF.). — King 
Koko. A MagicStory. Cr. 8vo, cl,, 1s, net 


HOFFMANN,TALES OF, Retold 
from OFFENBaCH’ S Opera. By 
CYRIL FALLS, Illustrated in Culour by 
A. BRANTINGHAM SIMPSON, R,@.I, Small 
4to, cl. 35. 6d, net, 
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HOLMES (CHARLES J., M.A.), 
Books by. Dy. &vo,c',, 75 6. net ech. 
Notes o» the Science of Pic ure- 
mating. \ithPho.woeravure Froutis, 


Noies on the Art of Rembrandt. 
With brontispiece and 44 Plates. 


HOME OF TO-DAY (The)—Bya 
Woman Who Keeps One, Crown 8yo, 
cloth, 5s, net, 


HOOD’S (THOMAS) Choice 


Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Lite of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Ilusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


HOOK’S (THEODORE) Choice 
Humorous Works. With Life and 
Froutispiece, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 


Bellamy the Magnificent. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 6s. net. and 2s. net. 
Lord Ca’mmarieigh’s Secret. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. od. net. 
Israel Rank: Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s, 62. net. 


HORNUNG (E. W.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloih, 3s, 6d, net cach. 
Stindgaree. | A Thiefin the Night. 


The Shadow of the Rope. Aviso aut 
2s, net, 


HOUGHTON (MARY). — In the 
Enemy’s Country. Foreword by Ep- 
WaARD GiARNETT, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


HUEFFER (FORD MADOX), 
Novels by. 
A Call: The Tale of Two Passions, 
Cr wn bsvo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 
The Young Lovell. Cr. 8vo,cloth, 6s. 
NE -y 


HUGO (VICTOR).—The Outlaw 


of fceland. Translated by Sir GILBERT 
CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. net, 


* HULL(ELEANOR), Selected and 


Annotated by.—Tie Poem-=hbook of 
the Gael. Small cr, 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 


The Lady From Nowhore. Cr. 8vo, 
mY Velothy 36. Ow. net, 


HUNGERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 
by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. met each. © | 
The Professor’s Experiment. 
Lady Werner’s Flight. 
Lady Patty. 
Peter’s Wife. 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lover. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
A Mental Struggle, 
Marvel, 
A Modern Circe, 
In Durance Vile, 
April’s Lady. = 
The Three Graces. 
Nora Creina. 
An Anxious Moment, 
A Point of Conscience, 
The Coming of Chloe, 
Lovice, 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, 9d. net each. 


The Red-House Mystery. 
A Modern Circe. 


¥ 
—— 


HUNT (Mrs. ALFRED) and 
VIOLET HUNT.—The Governess. 
Cr, dSvo, cl,, 6s. net. 


HYAMSON (ALBERT).—A His- 


tory of tne Jews in England. With 
18 luusts, Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. net. 


HYATT (A. H.), Topographical 
Anthologies compiled by, Crown 8vo, 
cloth, jull git side, gilt top. 5s. nét each. 
Aliso, FiNE-PAPER EDITIONS, without 
Illustrations, Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net 
each; leather, gilt top, qs. net each, 


The Charm of Venice: an Anthology. 
With 12 IH, in Colour by HARALD SUND, 


The Charm of London. With 12 
ijlusts, in Colour by YOSHIO MAREINO, 


The Charm of Paris. 
trations in Colour by HAkRY MORLEY, 


The Charm of Edinburgh. With 
12 Illusts. in Colour by HARRY MORLEY, 


INCE (MABEL), Novels by, 


With ra Tlus- _ 


The Millionaire Mystery. Crown Each with Front'spiece, cr, 8yo, cl., 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. : 6s, net, each, 
The Wheeling Light. Crown avyo,| The Wisdom of Waiting. 
eleth, 3s, 6d. net. The Commonplace &Clementine, — 
‘ TA i igs 
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-INCHBOLD (A. C.), Novels by. 


The Road of No Return. Cr. &vo 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


Love in a Thirsty Land. Cr. 8vo, 
cloth, 6s, net, 


me 


INDUSTRIAL OUTLOOK (The). 
—By Various Authors. Edited by H 
SANDERSON FURNISS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. Od. net, 


INTERNATIONAL CARTOONS 
OF THE WAR. Selected by H. PEARL 
ADAM. Demy qto, cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


IONIDES (CYRIL).—See wundei 
ATKINS (J. B), p, 2. 


IRVING (WASHINGTON).—Old 


Christmas, Square 16mo, cl., Is. net. 


JAMES (G. W.).— Scraggles: 
The Story ofa Sparrow. Illust, Cr. 


8vo, cloth, 2s.6d. net, , 


JAMES (HENRY), Pictures and 


other Passages from. Selected by 
ae KUTH HEAD. Post 8vo, bds,, 3s. 6d. net. 


‘*JASON ”’—Past and Future. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 


JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 


The Pageant of Summer. Long 
fcap. decorated cover, Is. net. 
The Life of the Fields. Post 8vo, 


cl, 2s.6d. net ; LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER 
EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net; 
leather, gilt top, 4s. met. Also a NEW 
EDITION, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. CLARKE, cr. 8vo, cl., 5s. net. 


The Open Alr. Post 8vo, cl, 25. 6d. net, 

LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 

/ 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, gilt top, 

4s. net, A/so a NEW EDITION. Illus- 
trated. Uniform with above, 


Nature near London. Crown 8vo, 
buckram, 5s, net; post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. net ; 
LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITION, pott 
8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, gilt top 
4s. net. Also a NEW EDITION, *Illus- 
trated. Uniform with above, 


The Pocket Richard Jefferies: 
Passages chosen by A. H, HYATT, 16mo, 
eloth, 2s, 6d. net; leather, giltstop, 4s. net, 
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JENKINS (HESTER’D.).—Be~ 
hind Turkish Lattices, With 24 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


JERROLD (TOM), Books by. 


Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6d. net each, 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Household Horticulture, 


Our War-Time Kitchen Garden: 
The Plants We Grow, and How We 
Cook Them. Post 8vo, cloth, rs, net. 


JOFFRE (General).—My March 
to Timbuctoo. Witha Character Sketch 
by ERNEST DIMNET. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 2». 
net. 


JOHNSTONE (Arthur).—Recol- 


lections of R. L. Stevenson in the 
Pacific. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter, Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s, net, 


JONES (CECIL DUNCAN).— 
The Everlasting Search:  A_Ro- 
mance, Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 


JONSON’S (BEN) Works. With 
Notes, etc, by. WILLIAM GIFFORD, 
Edited by Colonel CUNNING!’ '. Three 


Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6u uct each, 


JOSEPHUS, The Complete 


Works of, Translated by WILLIAM 
WHISsTON. Illustrated. Two Vols, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net each, 


KEATS (JOHN), The Poems of. 


See FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS, page 10, 


KEMPLING (W.BAILEY-).—The 
Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land. With 6 Portraits, Small 8\%, 
parchment, 6s, net; vellum,.7s. 6d, ue. 
(See also KinG's CLASSICS, p, 16,) 


KENT (Lieut.-Comm.). — Poor 


Dear Providence: A Naval Love Story. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


KEYNES (HELEN MARY), 
Novels by. Crown 8yo, gloth, 6s. nét, 


each, 
The Spanish Marriage, 
Honour the King. 


. 


KING (LEONARD ae M. eS ).— 
A History of Babylonia and Assyria 


from Prehistoric Times to the} 


Persian Conquest. With Plans and 

Illustrations. 3 vols, royal 8vo, cloth. 

| Each vol. separately, 18s. net; or the 3 
vols. if ordered at one time, £2 Ios, net. 

Vol.I—A History of Sumer and 

ie ‘ Akkad: An account of the Early 
Races of Babylonia from Prehistoric 

Times to the Foundation of the Baby- 

lonian Monarchy, 

Il.—A History of Babylon from 
the Foundation of the Monarchy, 
about B.C. 2000, until the Conquest of 
Babylon by Cyrus, B.C. 539. 

lI.—A History of Assyria from 

the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. [ Preparing. 


KINGS CLASSICS (The). 


5 Dunder the General Editorship of Prof. ISRAEL 
GOLLANCz, D Litt. Post svo, quarter - bound 
Ly antigue mrey boards jor red cloth. Qs. fid. net: 
Double Vols., 3s 64.net. Quarter vellum, grey cl 
sides, 8s. 6d, inet: Double Vols. 5s. net. Thre 
quarter vellum, Oxford side-papers, gilt top, 5s. 
net ; Double Vols., 73. 61. net. +signifies Double 
‘Volumes, ** can ‘he supplied for School use in 
wrappers at ls. net each. 


1. The Love of Books: the Philobiblon of 


” 


+2, Six Dramas of Calderon. Trans by Ep 
FITZGERALD. Edited by H. OELSNER, M.A 
3. The Chronicle of Jocelin of Brakelona. 
i ' Trans, from the Latin, with Notes, by L. v. 
a { JANE, M.A. Introd. by ABBOT GASQUETD. 
f 4, Life of Sir Thomas More. By WILLIAM 
ip Ropgsr. With Letters to and from his 
A Daughter. 
5. Fikon Basilike. Ed. by Ep AuMAcK, F.S.A, 
6. Kings’ Letters. Part I.: Krom 
to the Coming of the Tudors, Edited by 
ROBERT STEDLE, FS.A. 
7. Kings’ Letters. Part If.: From the Early 
Tudors ; with Letters of Henry VILL. and 
‘Anne Boleyn. 

Chaucer's Knight's. Tala, 

nie *_ Buglish by Prof. Skier. 

*9. Craucer’s Mano Law's Tale, Squire's 
Tale, and Nun's Priest's Tale. Ji 
modern ‘English by Prof. SKRA’. 

#10. Chaucer's Prioress's Tale, Pardon- 
, ers Tai-, Clark's Tals, and Canon's 
Yeoman’s Tale. In modern English by 

Prof. }kmar, (See also Nos. 1, 47, 48) 

11. The Romance of Fulk Fitzwarine. 
Translated by Annick Kemp - WEKLUN; 
Introduction by Prof BRANDIN. 


In modern 


12.The Story of Cupid and Psyche. 
From “The Golden Ass.” ADLINGYVON’S 
Translation. Edited by WH. D. Rouse. 


13. ane of Margaret Godolphin, By Joun 
KV BLY N. 
14, Early Lives of Dante, Translated by 
2 Rey. P. H. WiIcKs'riemp. 
15. The Falstaff Letters. By JAmus Wnirk, 
16. Polonius. By #p)WARD FLYzGRraLn. 
17. Mediwyal Lore. From Banrnolo 
ANGLIOTDs. Edited by Ronenyr Ss" 
With Preface by WILLIAM Mornis. 
MN 18. The Vision of Piers thea Plowman. 
Mi By WiLLiAM LANGLAND Jn modern Lng- 
; lish by (rot. SkMAT 
: u 19. The Gull’s  Hornbook. l'y THomas 
Mh ’ DRKKNHR. Ndited by hk. B.MoKRRRoW, MAS 
+20 The Nun’s Rule or Ancren Riwls in 
modern En,lish. 
GASQUET. 
21, Memoirs of Robert Cary, Ear! of Mon- 
mouth. Edited by G. H, Pownun, 
22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. Trans 
lated by A.J. GRay yn, (See also No. 45.) 


dited by Arbor 


16) : | He 


Richard de Bury. Trans. by 8.C THOMAS. | 


“Alfred | 


KING’ s CLASSICS—continued. 


23. Cicero's jn Denon “Old Age ; 
“Scipio's Dream.” Edited by 


” ey 
Rouse, Litt. D. 
+24. Wordsworth’s Prelude. With Notes by 
W. KB. WORSFOLD, M.A. 
25. The Defence of Guenevere, and other 
'- Poams by William Morris. 
troduction by ROBERT STRELK. 
268, 27, Browning's Men and Women. 
Notes by W. B: WorsFOLD, M.A.[77 2 Vols. 
28. Poe's Pcems. Notes by EDWARD HUTTON. 


29 Shakespeare's Sonnets. Edited by C.C. 
STOPES, 

30. George Eliot's Silas Marner. With Tn- 
troduction by Dr. R. GARNEi T. 

31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. With 
Introduction by Dr, R. GARNETT. 

32. Charles Reade's Peg Woffington. 
Introduction by Dr. R. GARNETT, 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 
By ANNK MANNING. With Preface by 
Dr. R. GARNETT. (See also Nos. 4, 40.) 

34. Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By 
BLISS CARMAN. 

35. Wine, Women, and Song: Medizval 
Latin Students’ Songs. Translated, 
with Introd. by J. ADDINGTON SY MONDS. 

36, 37. George Pettie’s Petite Pallace of 
Pettie His Pleasure HEdited by Prof. 
T GoLLaNncz. (Tn Twa Volumes. 

38. Walpole’s Castle of Otranto. , With | 


Preface by Miss SPURGEON. 
39. The Poets Royai of England and 


Scotland. Original | oems by Royal and 
Noble Persuns, Edited by W. BarLEy 
KEMPLING. 


40. Sir Thomas More's Utopia. Edited by 
ROBERT STEELE, F.S.A. 

“41. Chaucers Legend of Good Women. 
Tn modern English by Prof. SKEAT,. 

42. Swift's Ba:tle of the Books, &c. Edited 
by A. GUTHKELCH 

43. Sir William Temple upon the Gardens 
of Epicurus, with other XYIIth 
Century Essays. Edited by A. FoRBES 
SLEVEKING, B.S A. 

45.The Sorg of Roland. Translated by 
Mrs. CrostaNnp. With Introduction by 
Prof. BRANDIN. (See also No. 22.) 

46. Dante’s Vita Nuova. The Italian text, 
with KOSSETTI'S translation, and Introd! 
by Dr. H. ORLSNER. (See also No. 14.) 

47, Chaucer's Prologue and Minor Poems. 
In noaern English by vrof SKEaT. 


\+48. Chaucer's Parliament of Birds and 


House of Fame. 
Prof. SKEAT. 

49. Mrs. Gaskell’s Cranford. 
duction by kk. BRIMLEY JOHNSON. 

50. Pearl. An English Poem of the Fourfeenth 
Century. Edited, with Modern ede 
by Prof. T. GOLLASOZ. (Preparin 

51,52. Kings’ Letter Parts Ili. and I 
Kadited by Ropery STRELN, F.S.A. 

[In Tero Volumes. Preparing. 

‘53, The English Correspondencs of Saint 
Boniface, lrans. by EDWARD Ky1,1R,M,A, 


56. The Cavalier to His Lady: XVIIith 
Century Loye Songs, Hdited by Frank 
SLVGWIieK, 

57. Asser’s Life of King Alfred. Translated 

; by L. CQ. JANR, MoA. 

58. Translations from the Icelandic. 
‘Translated by Rey W.C. GREEN, M.A, 

59. The Rule of St Benedict. Translated 
by ARBOTG ASQUET 

60. Daniels “Delia” and  Drayton’s 
“Toea.” Ddjby ARUNDELUBSbDAL' BE, M.A. 

61. The B ok of ‘he Duke of True Lovers, 
Translated from CHRISTINE DE PISAN by _ 
ALICE KRMP-WELCH. 

62. Ofthe Tumbler of Our Lady,anad other 
Miracles. ‘Translated from GAUTI“ER DE 
CoINcl, &c., by ALLOH KEMP-WELOH. 

63. The Chatelaine of WVergi. Translated 
by ALION Kump-WrLcH. With TIntrodue- 
tion by L. BRANDIN, Ph.R. 


in modern English by 
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The Torch-Bearers of Bohemia. 


Translated from the Russian by J. 
Soskice, Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s, net. 


LAMB’S (CHARLES) Collected 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 

* Poetry for Children’ and ‘Prince Dorus.’ 

Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

The Essays of Elia. 

FINE PaPER EDITION, poitt 8vo, 

2s. 6d. net; leather, gilt top, 4s. net. 


LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 

’ The Arabian Nights. Illustrated 
by W. HarRvEY. With Preface by 
STANLEY LANE-POOLE. 3 Vois., demy 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net each. 


(Both Series.) 
cloth, 


' LASAR (CHARLES A.).—Prac- 
tical Hints tor Art Students. 
Iilustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62, net. 


- LAURISTOUN (PETER). — The 
Painted Mountain, Cr, 8yvo, cloth, 6s. 
net. 


LAWRENCE (D. Hi.) 
: We have come el eae ! 
feap. ato. boards, 5s. net. 


Small | 


-—Leok }| 


~|MACNAIR 


LEE (VERNON).—The Ballet of 
._. the Nations: A Present-day Morality. 

te Decorated by MAXWELL 
Demy ato, boards, 3s. 6d. net. 


ARMFIELD. | 


LEITH (MRS. DISNEY).—The) 

Boyhood of Algernon Charles 

- Swinburne. With Extracts 

from Private Letters. Illustrated. 

Crown bsyo, cloth, 6s. uet. See also 
under Swinburne, p. 3o. 


_ LELAND (C, G.).—A Manual of 
Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
grams. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


me 


-LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). — 


Madame Sans-Géne. 
JOHN DE VILLIERS, Post ‘8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. net: POPULAR EDITION, medium 
8vo, od. net. 


LITTLE (MAUDE)j, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. each, 
At the Sign of the Burning Bush. 
_A Woman on the Threshold. 
The Children’s Bread. 


LLOYD (Theodosia).—Innocence 
= ag Wilderness, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
ne 


Translated by]. 
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I.) —|LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 


Crewn Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. net each. 
Patricia Kembali. | Ione. 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas, 
The World Well Lost. 12 Illusts, 
The One Too Many. 
Under which Lord? With 12 I'usts. 
‘My Love.’ | Sowing the Wind, 
Paston Carew. | Dulcie Everton, 
With a Silken Thread. 
The Rebel of the Family. 
An Octave of Friends. 


Patricia ‘Kemball. POPULAR ED 


TION, medium 8vo, od. net, 


LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 
Anne’s Terrible Good Nature, and 
other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations, Crown 8yo, cloth, 6s. net, 


A Book of Werses for Children. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net, 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. ky E. V. Lucasand ELIZABETH 
Lucas. Pott 4to, cloth, 6s, net, 


The Fiamp, and other Stories. 
Royal 16mo, cloth, Is, net. 


LYRE D’AMOUR (La),—An An- 


thology of French Love Poems. 
Selected, with Introduction and Notes, 
by. C. B, Lewis, 


(WILSON). — Glass 
Crown 8vo, 0, cloth, 6s. net, : 


Cr, 8yo, Cloth, 5s, net. 


Houses. 


[McCARTHY (JUSTIN), Booksby, _ 


A History of the Four Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 


Four Vols., demy vo, cl., 10s, 6¢.xret ea. 


History of Our Own Times 
from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. LIBRARY 
Epirion., Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
Ios. 6d, net each.—Also the POPULAR 
EDITION, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth, 
5s. net each,—And the JUBILEE EDITION, 
with an Appendix of Eyents'to the end 
of 1886, in 2 Vols., large post 8vo, cloth, 
10s, 6d, net, 


A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol, V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee, 
Deniy 8vo, cloth, los, 6d, net ; crown 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net. ; 


A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI, and VIL,, from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols. ,demy 8vo, cloth, 
21s, net ; crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. net each, 


A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
top, 5s. net; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
post 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d, net ; and the CHEAP 
EDITION (to the year 1880), med, 8y0, oq. 
ne 
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN).—conttnued. 
Our Book of Memories, Letters 
from JUsTIN MCCARTHY to Mrs. CAMP- 
BELL PRAED. With Portraits and 
Views. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s, 6d. net. 


Fine Paper EpITIons. 


Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net per vol. ; 
gilt top, 4s. net per vol, 


The Reign of Queen Anne, ini Vol. 


A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IV., in 2 vols. 


A History of Our Own Times from 


leather, 


Accession of Q. V ictoria to 1901, in 4 Vols, | = IV. PARABLES — BALLADS — SCOTCH ~ 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 


The Waterdale Neighbours, 

My Enemy's Daughter. 

A Fair Saxon. | Linley Rochford. 
DearLadyDisdain. | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Lliusts, 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 

Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations, 
Camiola. 

Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring, 
The Three Disgraces. 

Mononia. 

Julian Reveistone. 


‘The Right Honourable.’ By JUSTIN 
MCCARTHY and MRS, CAMPBELL FRAED, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


,\MacCARTHY (MARY).—A Pier 


and a Band. aS 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


McCARTHY (J. H.), Works by. 
The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy Svo, cloth, ros, 6d. net each, 


Books by. 


each, Also in 16mo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net per’ 
Vol, ; leather, gilt top, 4s. net per Vol. 
Vol. I, WITHIN AND WitTHOUT— THE 


HIDDEN LIFE, 

Il, THE DisciPLE — THE GOSPEL 
WoMmMEN— BOOK OF SONNETS— 
ORGAN SONGS, * 


DAYS AND NIGHTS-—A BOOK 
OF DREAMS—ROADSIDE POEMS 
—PoOrEMS FOR CHILDREN. 


V. & VI. PHANTASTES 

VII. THE PORTENT. : 

VIII. THe Licur PRINCESS — THE 
GIANTS HEART—SHADOWS. 

7 IX, CRoss PURPOSES—GOLDEN KEY 

CARASOYN—LITTLEDAYLIGHT, 

X. THE CRUEL PAINTER—THE WOW 


[SONGS, 


n 


BROKEN SWORDS—THE GRAY 
WoLF—UNCLE CORNELIUS, 


Poetical Works. 


2 Vols., cr. 8vo, 
buckram, I2s, net; 


pott 8vo, cl., 2s. 6d. 


Lilith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


cloth, 2s, 6d. net ; leather, gilt top, 4s, net. 


MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 
by. Crown S8vo, cloth, 3s..6d. net each. _ 
A Blow over the Heart, 
The Private Detective. 
Sentenced to Death. 
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn. 
Her Honour. © 


The Woman Wins. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 


‘i III. VIOLIN SONGS—SONGS OF THE 


O’RIVVt+N—THE CASTLE—THE ~ 


net per vol.; leather, gilt top, qs. net 
per vol. ; 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6d. net. 


MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), - 


Works of Fancy and Imagination ~ 
Ten Vols., r6mo, Grolier cloth, 2s, 6d. net + 


The Pocket George MacDonald: | 
Passages Chosen by A. H. HYATT. 16mo, — 


/ 


An Outline of the History of| eS ge 
aiaeicaes Crown 8vo, Is. net ; cloth, MACKAY (WILLIAM). fie A | 
Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, Menger of Nets. Crown 8vyo, cloth, 6s.. 
Is. net ; cioth, rs, 6d. net. : se 
Doom: AnAflantic Episode. Cr, 8vo, Is.net. McLEOD (IRENE RUTHER- ¥ 
Lily Lass, Cr. 8vo, ts,net; cl., 1s. 6d. net. FORD),—Songs to Save a Soul. — 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, cloth, Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d@. net ; parchment . 


3s, 6d. net. 


MACAULAY (LORD).—The His- 
tory of Engiand. Larce Typs, Fine 
Paver EpiTion, in 5 vols, pott 8vo, 
cloth, 2s, 6d. net per vol.; leather, yilt 
top, gs, net per yol, 


McCURDY (EDWARD).— 
Essays im Fresco. With 6 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s, net, 


gilt, 3s. 67, net. i 
Swords for Life. Pott 8vo, cl.2s.6d.net. 


8vo, paper, with photogravure, 6d, net. 


MAGNA CHARTA: A Facsimile of 


MALLOCK (W. H.), Works by. 

The New Republic. FINe PAPER 

EDITION, pott 8vo, cloth, 
leather, gilt top, 4s, net, 


18 a ae 


One Mother (Reprinted fromabove), Cr. | 
Original, in Gold and Colours, 3s. 6d. net, — 


2s, 6d, nets 


ap em “ . 
al / 


| MALLOCK (W. B.).— continued. 
_Is Life Worth Living? Cr.syo.5s.net 


MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 
F Mort d@’ Arthur, Selections trom, edited 
by B M. RANKING. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. nit 


MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 


4 VICTOR), Novels by. 

' he Disaster. Transiated by F. LEEs. 
Crown S8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, War 
EDITION, cloth, 2s. net. 

~~ Wanity. Translated by K.S.West. Crown 
8vo, cl.. Portrait-Frontispiece, 3s. 6d. net. 


~MARKINO (Yoshio), Books by. 
A Japanese Artist in London. 3b) 
| 


MERIT Hy 


YOSHIO MARKINO,” With 8 Iilusts. in 
Three Colours and 4 in Monochrome by 
the Author. Cr, 8vo, cloth. fs, nt 
My Recollections and Reflec- 
tions. ty YosHio MaRkKINO. With 
9 Illusts. in Colour and 6 in Sepia by the 
Author, Crown &vo, cloth. 6s. net, 
The Charm of London. — Passages 
selected by A.H. HYATr. With 12 Illusts. 
‘ in Colour by YOSHIO MARKINO, Cr. Svo, 
. cloth silt, 5s. net. 
Oxford from Within. By HtGH DE 
SELINCOURT. With a Nete and 12 Tilusts. 
in Three Co’ours and_& in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO, Demv 8vo, cl,, 5s, net, 
Large feap. gio, cloth, 10s, 6d. net: 
: The Colour of London. By W. J. 
Lorri. F.S.A; Woh Introduction by 
2 M. H. SPIELMANN, Preface and 48 Illus. 
trations in Colour and 12 in Sepia by 
= YOSHIO M.iRKINO. 
- he Colour cf Paris. By MM. Les 
ACADEMICIENS G -XCOURT, With Intro 
Guction by L BENEDITE, Preface and 4 
Ilus ralions in ‘ olour and 12 in Sepia 
‘ by YosH1o MARETNO. . 
' The Colour of Rome. By OLAVE M 
POTTER. W:ih Introduction by Dore 
LAS SLADEN, Preface and 48 Iilustra- 
tions id Colour and 12 in Sepia by 
YOSHIO MARKINO. 
— London: Pictured by YosH1o MARKINO 
16 Coloured Plates, with Literary Ex- 
tracts Larvefcin. 4to, boards, is. 6d. net. 


? 
Crown &vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


The Story of Yone Noguchi: By Him- 
Self. With 8 Iiusts, bs YOSHIO MARKINO. 


MARLOWE’S Works, including 
his Translations. Edited with Notes hy 
Col. CUNNINGHAM. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s.6d. net, 


MARSH (RICHARD), Novelsby. 


A Spoiler of Men. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s 6d. 
net; POPULAR EDITION, med, 8vo, gd, net. 
. Crown 8vo cloth, 
Justice—Suspended. :s. 6d. net: 
3 Margot—and her Judges. 6s, net. 
- His Loveor His Life. 6s. net. 


_ MARSHALL (RACHEL).—A Ride 


on a Rocking Horse. Illustrated 


‘CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST, MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


MASSINGER’S Plays. From the 
Text of WILLIAM GIFFORD, Ediied b 
Col, CUNNINGHAM. Cr. 8yo, cl., 3s. 6d. net, 


MASTER OF GAME (THE): 
The Oldest English Book on 
Hunting. By Epwakp, Second Duke 
of York, Edited by W. A. and F, 
BAILLIE-GROHMAN. With Introduction 
by THEODORE ROOSEVELT, Photogravure 
Frontis. and 23 Illustns, Large cr, 8vo, 
cl., 7s. 6¢, net; parchment, Ios. 6d, net. 


MAX O’RELL, Books by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d. net each, 
Her Royal Highness Woman. 
Between Ourselves. 
Rambles in Womanland. 


H.R.H,. Woman, POPULAR EDITION, 
medium Svo, od, net. 


MAYNE (ETHEL COLBURN).— _ 


Browning’s Heroines. With Frontis- 
piece anu Title in Colour and other 
Decorations by MAXWELL ARMFIELD, 
Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 


MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 

A Soldier of Fortune. 
In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 
Dr. Rumsey’s Patient. : 
On the Brink of a Chasm. 
The Way of a Woman. 
A Sen or Ishmael. 
An Adventuress. 
The Blue Diamond. 
A Stumble by the Way. 
This Troublesome World, 


MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 
New). Small crown 8yo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 5s. net per vol. ; pigskin 
with clasps, 7s. 6d. net per vol. 

4. The Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated. from the Middle 
French of CHRISTINE DE PISAN, with 
~Notes by ALICE KEMP-WELCH, Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures, 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of GAUTIER DE 
Conc, &c., with Notes by ALICE KEMP- 
WELCH. Woodcut and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of Vergi. Trans- 
Jated from the Middle French by ALICE 
KEMP- WELCH, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. BRANDIN, 
Woodeut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4, The Babees’ Book. Edited, with 
Notes, by !DITH hICKERT,, Woodcut 
Title and 6 Photovraviures, © 

65 The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 
Foligno. ‘ranslated by Mary G, 
STEEKGMANN. Woodcut Title and Illusts 
Small crown 8vo, pure rag paper, boards, 


in Colour by the Author. Fcap, 4qto, 5s. net per vol.; pigskin with clasps, 
_ -baards, 3s. 6d. net, 7s. 6d. net per vol, 
. react 19 
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MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The New)—cont 


6. The Legend of the Holy Fina, 
Wir in of Santo Geminiano. 
Translateo by M. MA\SFIELD, Woodeut 
Title and 6 Photogravures. 


Early English Romances of 
Ly Love, Edited in Modern English by 
{ EvitH RICKERT. 5 Photograyures, 


. Early English Romances of 
a * Friendship. Edited, with Notes, by 
/ EpirH RICKERT. 6 Photograv ures. 


The Cell of Seif-Knowledge. 
Seven Early Mystical Treatises printed in 
1851. Edited. with Introduction and 
Notes, by EDMUND GARDNER, M.A, 
S. Collotype Frontispiece in two colours, 


‘ Ancient English Christmas 
‘ Carois, 1400-1700. Collecied aud 
/ arranged by KpIrH RICKERT. With 8 
Photogravures. Special price of this 
volume, boards, 7s. 6d. net; | pigskin 
with clasps, 10s, 6d. net. 


Trobador Poets: Selections. Trans. 
lated from the P:ovengal, with. Intro- 
duction and Notes, by BARBAKA 
: SMYTHE. With Coloured Frontispiece 
mis and Decorative Initials. 


12. Cligés: A Romance. _ Translated with 
an Introduction by L. J. GARDINER, 
M.A.Lond., from the Old French of 
CHRETIENDETROYES, Witha Frontisp. 


7 
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t 


us 7 MERAL (PAUL).—The Book of|- 


Recitatives. Translated from te 

French by LADY ROTHERMERE. 188 

copies printed on hand-made paper 

Demy 4to, £2 2s. net., Also, 12 copies 

a eR printed on Vellum and signed by the 
\ Author, £6 6s. net. 


i MERRICK (LEONARD), b 
| 4 Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 
The Man who was Good. 
This Stage of Fools. ) 


( 


Cynthia. ® 
METHVEN (PAUL), Novels by. 
ala \ Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. each. 
Influences. 
y Billy. 
ty MEYNELL (ALICE).—The 
aan Flower of the Mind: a Choice 
Mi among the Best Poems. In 16mo, 


cloth, 2s, 6d, net; 


MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each, 
‘The Lone Star Rush. With lusts. 
: The Belforts of Culben, 
rae Only a Nigger, 


leather, gilt top, 4s. net. 
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MITFORD (BERTRAM), Novels _ 


by. Crown Syo. cloth. 35, 6d. net each. 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland’s Chum. i 
Harley Greenoak’s Charge. ; 
The Cun-Runner, 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. ; 
The King’s Assegai. With 6 lilusts. — 
POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8yo, 94, net cach, 
The Gun-Runner, 
The Luck of Gerard RidgeJey. 


MOLESWORTH (Mrs.). — 
' Hathercourt: Rectory. Crown -8vo,; 
Cioth, 3s. 6d. net. 


MONCRIEFF(W. D. SCOTT=).— 
The Abdication: A Drama. With7 — 
Etchings. Imp. 4to, buckram, 21s, net. _ 


MORROW (W. C.).—Bohemian 
Paris of To-Day. With 106 Illusts.by ~ 
EDOUARD CUuCUEL. Small demy 8vo, — 
cloth, $s. net ; 


MOZART’S OPERAS: aCrii ical 
Study., By ©, J. Dent. IJustrated, 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 


- 


MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. ; 
Basile the Jester. : 
The Golden Idol. * 


| 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIB), | 


Novels by. Crown 8vo, 'cl., 3s. 6d. net — 
each. \ 
A Life’s Atonement, 
Joseph's Coat, With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Val Strange. A Wasted Crime — 
A Capful o’ Nails. Hearts, — 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father ; 
Old Bilazer’s Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. , . 
A Bit of Human Nature, , 
First Person Singular. , 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time’s Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril, 4 
This Little World. : 
A Race for Millions. i 
The Church of Humanity. = 
Tales in. Prose and Verse, i fi 
Bernat s Last Journey. ; 
C, | Werona's Father. 


His’ Own Chost. : ‘ 


d apna Coat, POPULAR EDITION, ot 
net. 


_CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. 


HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d; net each. 
One Traveller Returns. 

- The Bishops’ Bible. 
-  PaulJones’s Alias. With Illustrations. 


_NEVILL (RALPH). 
The Man of Pleasure. With 28 
Illustrations, Coloured and plain, Demy 

_- _ 8vo, cloth, r2s, 6d. net. 


NEW BOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. With 8 Coloured 
a Ifusts. by GERALD LEAKE, Cr, Svo, cl., 
+ : 3s. 6d. net and 2s. net. 


Oo 
NICHOLS (ROBERT).—Ardours 


r and Endurances. 
Cluth, 3s. 6d, net. 


_ Whe Assault, and other War 
Poems from ‘Ardours and 
_Endurances.’ Crown ovo, paper 
._ With cover design by C. R. W. NEVINSON. 

a Xs. 3d. net. 


Crown 8vo, 


7, 

NIJINSKY, THE ART OF. - By! 
: * GEOFFREY WHITWORTH, Illustrated in} 
et Colour by DOROTHY MULLOCK. — Post 
3 8vo, cleth, zs, 6d. net. 


_ NISBET (HUME). —‘ Bail Up!’ 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net; medium 
8vo, od. net. 


NOGUCHI(YONE), The Story of. 
» Toia by Himself. With 8 Llustrations 
+. by YOSHIO MARKINO. Cr. Svo, cl,, 6s. net. | 


x 


NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s.6d. net each, | 

' Saint Ann’s. | Billy Bellew. 
Miss Wentworth’s idea. 


_OHNET (GEORGES), Novels by. 
_ | Crown Sve, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
A Weird Gift. 
‘The Path of Glory: 
Love’s Depths. 
The Money-maker. 
§ The Woman of Mystery. 
The Conqueress, 
‘ih ==) Ga gS ety Le ne 


§ “OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 
ee ‘ Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. net. 

f x The Prinirase Path, 

‘The Greatest Heiress in Enginna 


_ Whiteladies. 
' The Sorceress, 


MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, Wc. 


; MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and|OLYMPIA: the Latin Text of © 


Beccaccio’s Fourteenth Eclogue, 
with an English rendering and other 
Supplementary Matter by ISRAEL GOL- 
LANCZ, Litt:D., and Photogravure Front- 
ispiece, Printed in the Florence Press 
Type upon hand-made paper. Edition 
limited to 500 copies, 


6s. net ; vellum, 12s. 6d. net. 


O'SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR). 
sae mS Moonlight. Fcp.8vo, cloth, 
bs, ne 


UIDA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 


cloth, 3s. 6d, net each, 


Tricotrin.| A Dog of Flanders. 
Ruffino. Cecil Castlemaine’s 
Othmar. Gage, 
Frescoes. | Princess Napraxine, 
Wanda. Held in Bondage. 
Ariadne. | Under Two Flags. 
Pascarel. | Folle-Farine. (Shoes. 
Chandos. |Two Little Wooden 
Moths. A Village Commune. 
Puck. In a Winter City. 
Idalia. | Santa Barbara. 
Bimbi. | In Maremma. 
Signa. Strathmore. 

o Pipistrello. 
Friendship.| Two Offenders, 
Guilderoy. | Syrlin. 


A Rainy June. | The Massarenes. 
The Waters of Edera,. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 
gd. net each. 


Under Two. Flags. Moths. 
Held in Bondage. Puck. 
Strathmore. Tricotrin. 
The Massarenes. Chandos. 
Friendship. Ariadne. | 
Two Little Wooden Shoes. 
Idalia. | Othmar. | Pascarel. 


Folle-Farine. | Princess Napraxine 
Wanda. | In Maremma. 


Two Little Wooden Shoes. LARGE 
TYPEEDITION. Feap, 8vo, cloth, ts, net. 


Wisdom, Wit,and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Outpa by F. SYDNEY 
Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net; 

gilt top, 4s. net, 


MORRIS, 
leather, 


OXFORD FROM WITHIN. By 
HUGH DE S#LINCOURT, Witha Note and 
12 Dlustratians in Colour and 8 in Sepix 
by YosH1o MAREINO, ° Demy 8vo, cloth, 
5s) nets ‘ 


Fcap, 4to, boards, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 st 


MARTIN'S LANE, ‘LONDON, we. 


PAIN (BARRY).—Eliza’s Hus= 


band. Feap. 8vo, ts.net; cl,, rs. 6d. net. 


PANDURANG HARI; or, 
Memoirs of a Hindoo. Post Sve, 
cloth, 3s. 6d, net. 


PARIS. —Bohemian Paris of To=- 
day. By W. C. Morrow. With 106 
Illustrations by E, CUCUEL. Small demy 
8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


The Illustrated Catalogue of the 
Paris Salon. With about 300 illusis. 
Published annually to 1914. Demy 8vo, 
35. net, 


See also under Markino (Yoshio), p. 19. 
PATTERSON (MARJORIE).— 


The Dust of the Road: A Novel, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 62. net each. 


Lost Sir Massingberd. 

The Clyffards of Clyffe. 

A County Family. 

Less Black than We're Painted. 

By Proxy. 

For Cash Only. 

High Spirits. 

Sunny Stories. 

' A Confidential Agent. 

A Grape from a Thorn. 

The Family Scapegrace. 

Holiday Tasks, 

At Her Mercy. 

The Talk of the Town. 12 Illusts. 

The Mystery of Mirbridge 

The Word and the Will. 

The Burnt Million. 

A Trying Patient. 

Gwendoline’s Harvest, 

A Woman’s Vengeance. 

The Best of Husbands, 

The Foster Brothers. 

Found Dead. — 

Kit: A Mémory. 

Murphy’s Master. 

Not Wooed but Won. 

Married Beneath Him. 

Under One Roof. 

A Modern Dick Whittington. 
With Portrait of Author, 


12 Itlusts. 


PoPULAR EDITIONS, med, 8vo, 9d, net each, 
Lost Sir Massingberd, 
Walter's Word. | By Proxy. 
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PEACE ON EARTH: The Stone 
.of the Birth of Christ in the Words 
‘of the Gospel. Iuust. 
DERRICK, Small gto, bds., Is. net. 


ae. 


PENNY (F. E.), Novels by: 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. met each. 
The Sanyasi. 
Caste and Creed, 
Dilys. 
The Tea-Planter, 
Inevitable Law. 
The Rajah. 
The Unlucky Mark. 
Sacrifice. 
Dark Corners. 
Love in the Hills. 
The Malabar Magician, 
The Outcaste. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net, each, 
Love in a Palace. 
Love by an Indian ha ft 
Missing: 
A Love Tangle. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med, 8vo, 9d. net each. 


The Tea-Planter. 
Inevitable taw. 
Caste and Creed. 
The Sanyasi. 


PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 


Crown vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each. 


KA Free Solitude. | East of Suez. 


The Wacers of Destruciion. 
Red Records, 

The Stronger Claim. 
Idolatry. 


' 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. Svo, 9d. net each. 


The Strenger Claim. 
The Waters of Destruction, 
Idolatry. | A Free Solitude. 


PETIT HOMME ROUGE (Le). 


See under Vizetelly (E. A.), page 31. 


‘ 


by THOMAS” ; 


, 


& 


PETRARCH’S SECRET; or, 


‘the Soul's Conflict with Passion. 
Three Dialopues, ‘ranslated from the 
Latin by W. H. DRAPER. With 2 Illus- 
trations, Crown &vo, cloth, 6s, net, 


PHIL MAY’S Sketch-Book: 54. 


Cartoons, Crown folio, cloth, 2s, 6d. net, 


PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.).—Famous 


Viglinists and Fine Violins. Crown 


Svo, cloth, 5s. net. 


~ I! Sap ‘\ 


-CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. 
‘PICKTHALL (MARMADUKE).— 


Larkmeadow. Crown Svo,cl., 6s, net. 


ay 


anew 


Illus- 


Two 


PLUTARCH’S Lives of 
trious Men. With Portraits 
Vols,, S8vo/half-cl,, 10s. 6d. net. 


POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) Choice 


Works, With an Introduction by CHAS, 
BAUDELAIRE, Crown Svo, cl., 3s. 6d. net 


POLLEN (A. H.).—The Kone in 


Battle. Lllust. Dy 8vo, cl., 7s. 6d. net. 


‘POUGIN (ARTHUR).—A Short 

\ History of Russian Music. Trans- 
lated by LAWRENCE HAWARD. Crown 
Svo, cleth, 5s. net. 


PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 
Novels by. Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.) 
net each. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Tregaskiss. 
Nulma, 

Madame Izan. 
The Lost Earl of Ellan. 


With 8 Illustrations. 


Our Book of Memories. Letters 
from JUSTIN McCarTHy, With Ports. 
and Views. Demv 8vo, cl., 12s. 6d, net. 
See also under JUSTIN MCCARTHY. 


PRESLAND (JOHN), Dramas 
by. ‘¥Fcap. gto, cloth, ss. net each. | 
Mary Queen of Scots. 
Manin andthe Defence of Yenice. 
Marcus Aurelius. 
Belisarius, Genera! of the East. 
King Monmouth. 


Small crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. 


The Deluge, and other Poems. 
Songs of Changing Skies. 


‘Lynton and Lynmouth, “lusirated 
in Colour by F. J. WIDGERY. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, 7s. 6d net. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A,), 
Books by. Cr. 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6¢, net each, 


. Easy. Star Lessons. With Star Maps, 


- Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Waste. 
Familiar Science Studies, 
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| Pott S8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, net each ; 


MAR TIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. Wc. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD WL tanonknee 


Saturn and its System. With 15 
Steel Plates. Demy 8yo, cloth, 5s. net. 


a 


PRYCE (RICHARD). — Miss 
wre eus Affections. Cr, 8vo, cl., 
"35. cd. net. 


{RAB AND HIS FRIENDS. By 
Dr. JOHN BROWN, Square 16mo, with 
Frontispiece, cloth, ts. net, 


READE’S (CHARLES) Novels. 


Collected L1BRARY EDITION, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net ea. 


Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone, 3 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister’ and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT, 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 

The Course of True Love Never 
Did Run Smooth; and Single- 

_ heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 

@Jackof all Trades; A Hero and 

a Martyr; The Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Griffith Gaunt, | AWoman-Hater. 

Foul Play. 4 Simpleton. 

The Jilt: and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals, 

4A Perilous Secret. 

Readiana; and Bible Characters. 


LARGE TYPE, FINE PAPER EDITIONS. 


leather, gilt 
top, 4s. net each, 


The Cloicter and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B, HEWERDINE. 


‘It is Never Too Laté to Mend,’ 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med. 8vo, gd. net each. 


The Cloister and the Hearth. 
‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ 


Foul Play. |. Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. | Griffith Gaunt. 


Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

The Double Marriage. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long, 
A Perilous Secret, 

A Woman-hater. 

The Course of True Love. 
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. READE (CHARLES)—continued. RO WLA N D Ss (EFFIE ADE-- 
The Wandering Heir. Lance TyPz LAIDE), Novels by. Cr, 8vo, cloth. _ 


EDITION, tcap,Svo, cloth, Is, net. ye ee pales 
aid. 3s. 6d. net. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. e Price 3s 


Illustrations by Matr B, Hewprpine| Her Husband. 6s. net. 
Small 4to, cloth 6s. net.—Also Tlustrated 
' by Byam SHaw, R.I. Demy 8vo, cloth, ibe) 


Ot RUSKIN (JOHN).—The King of 
i ip eran the Golden River. Square 16mo, with 
REITLINGER (FREDERIC).—A| _ Stontispicce, ts. net. 
Diplomat’s Memoir of 1870, Trans-| Ruskin as a Religious Teacher. 
lated by- HENRY REITLINGER. Cr, 8vo, By F. W. Farrar, D.D. Square r6mo, 
cloth, 2s, net. Is, net, 


ED Wh 7% The Pocket Ruskin. 16mo, cloth, 
RICHARDSON (Frank), Novels by. 2s. 6d, net, ; leather, giit top, 4s. net. 


® e 
The Man who Lost eich wn 
50 Iilustrations by ToM BROWNE, R.L. i 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 
The Bayswater Miracle. Crown by. Crown $8vo, cloth, 3s,6¢d,neteach.  * 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, Round the Galley-Fire. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, 6s, net each, In the Middle Watch. 


The King’s Counsel. ste y : 
Thats and Back, On the Fo’k’sle Head , 


—_._____._______| A Book for the Hammock: 
RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Star.’ 
A Rich Man’s Daughter. Crown| The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 


8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net 
i } , The Tale of the Ten. 
Weird Stories. Crown $8vo, cloth, OOF aces 


‘ 


3s. 6d. net. ‘ An Ocean Tragedy. { 
Matinee Gn en Pe ee] DLS hipniate Louise; 
RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by.| Alone ona Wide Wide Sea BY, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, The Good Ship ‘ Mohock.’ 


Barbara Dering. 


The Phantom D : A: 
Meriel: A Love Story. is cath | 


Be ts He the Man? | The Last Entry 
~ ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. | The Convict Ship. | Heart of Oak. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, A Tale of Two Tunnels. y, 
The Hands of Justice. The Death Ship. ae 
The Woman in the Dark, Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 


ROLFE (FR.).--Don Tarquinio. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, med, 8ve, 92. net each, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net, 


| The Convict Ship. nes" 


va | ° ! 

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY,| 7° othe Man? ) 
THE: List ofthe Principal Warriors who) My Shipmate Louise. } 
came from Normandy with William the : . \ 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours,| iB 


3s. 6d. net. “(RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. ~ 


| Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6¢. net each) af 


ROSENG ARTEN(A.).A Hamd- A Country Sweetheart, Rai 
‘ book of Architectural Styles. Trans- : 
lated by W. ContwriSanpans, With, The Drift of Fate. 


630 Mlustrations. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 


ROSHER (HAROLD), — In the (The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By I. 


Royal Naval Air Service. With a| P.' YOUVATSHEV.’ Translated -by Ay S. _ 
Preface by ARNOLD BENNETT. [!lust: RAPPOPORT, M.A. .With 16 piace 
Crown 8vyo, 3s. 6d, net. Paper, Ts, net. Demy Syo, cloth, 7s. 6a, net, - 
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SA 
#4 by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d, nét™each. 
A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
i ‘by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, 
_ he Junior Dean. 
; Orchard Damerel. 
The Master of St. Benedict’s. 
In the Face of the Worid. 
To His Own Master. 
_ The Tremiett Diamonds. 
The Wooing of May. 
4 Fortune’s Gate. 
. A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor’s Wooing. - 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar’s Secret, 
Mary Unwin. With s Illustrations, 


SANDEMAN (GEORGE).— 


Agues. Crown Syo, cloth, 6s. net. 


SAROLEA (CHARLES).—Ger- 
- -man Problems and Personalities. 
Crown 8vo, cioth, 5s. net. 


SCOTT |CYRIL):—The Celestial 

Aftermath. Pott gto, c’otb, 5s, net 
7 Aiso LAkGe PAPER EDITION limited 10 
} 0 Signed Copies. parchinent, ars. net. 


ie SELINCOURT (HUGH  DB,, 

y: Books by. 

Oxferd from Within. With a Note 
and 20 Iijustration~in . olour and Mono 
chrome by YOSHIO MARKINO. Demy 8yo 
cloth, ss. nef. 

KH Daughter of the Morning. 
Crow: 8vo, cioth, 6s. net, 


na 


ys 


SERGEANT(ADELINE), Noveis 
<j by. Crown vo, clots. 3s, od, net eacu. 
_ Under False Pretences. 

_ Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. 
The Missing Elizabeth. 


SERMON ON THE MOUNT 
a (lhe). Illuminated in Gold and Colours 
: by ALBERTO SANGORSKI, Fcap. 4to 
Jap. vellum, 3s. 6d. net; parchment, fuli 
gilf, with silk ties, 6s net. 


EE EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEESNENEEEEEEEneneeeeeet 
~ ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY (The). 
In pocket size, cloth, 2s, 6d. net per Vol, ; 
leather, gilt top, 4s. net per VoL 
By WALTER BESANT. 
London. Westminster. 
Jerusalem. y BESANT and PALMEK, 
All sorts and Conditions ef Men. 
Sir Richard Whittington. 
Gaspard de Coligny. 
i By GIOVANNI BOCCACGI®, 
The Decameron. 

By ROBERT BROWNING. 
 Wlastrated in Colours by E. F, BRICKBALE, 
Pippa Passes: and Men and Wo- 
fh men. 

Dramatis Personz: and Dra- 
matic Romances and Lyrics. 


? 
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INT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY—continued. 


By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
by HALL CAINE, 
The Deemster. 
By WILKIE COLLINS, | 
The Woman in White. 
By DANIEL DEFOE. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 3y Illus 
trations by G, CRUIKSHANK, 
By CHARLES DICKENS, 
Speeches. With Portrait 
By AUSTIN DOBSON. 
Highteenth Century Vignettes, 
du Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By W.S, GILBERT. 
Original Plays. In Four Series, the 
Fourth Series with a Portrait, 
By THOMAS HARDY, 
Under the Greenwood Tree, 
Bv BRET HARTE, 
Condensed Novels. 


Mliss, The Luck of Roaring Camp, 


a) d other Stories. With Portrait, 
Poetical Works. 
By OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. [ilustrated by J. G. THeMsON, 
Compiled by A, H. HYATT. 
the Charm of London: An Anthelegy. 
The Charm of Edinburgh. - 
The Charm of Venice. 
the Cnarm of Paris. 
iby RICHARD JEFFERIBa. 
The Life of the Fiel 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 
| | By CHARLES LAMB, 
The Essays of Elia. 
By LORD MACAULAY, 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. _ 
I By JUSTIN McCARTHY, 
The Reign of Queen Anne, int Vol 
A History of the Four Georges 
and of William IY., in 2 Vols. : 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q, Victoriato 19o1,in 4 Vols, 
By GEORGE MacDONALD. 
Poetical Works. In 2 vols. 
Works of Fancyand Imagination 
in 10 Vols. 16mo, (For List, eee p, 18.) 
; By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 
By OUIDA, 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, 
By CHARLES READE, 

The Cleister and the Hearth, Witn 
2a lilustrations by M. Kb, HEWERDINE, 
‘It is Mewer Too Lateto Mend.’ 

By PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. 
Prose Works, 2 vole, with 2 Ports, 
Poetical Works, 2 vols, with 2 Plates. 

Selected by FRANK SIDGWICK, 
and IWustrated in Colours by BYAM SHAW. 
Ballads and Lyrics of Love. 
Historicaland Legendary Ballads. 
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ST. MARTIN’S LIBRARY—continued. 
In pocket size, cloth, 2s. 6d, net per Vol,; 
leather, gilt to», 4s. net per Vol, 
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. 


SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS—cont. | 


Volumes published or in preparation. 


£, LONDON, WC, 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont. 


An Iniand Voyage. ~ . ee. TNs , ‘ 
Travels with a Donkey. Me Gus and Fart (s <tc aeieawle 
The Siivevado Squatters, ; ; * wi 9 
4 2 of Shakespeare's ‘ Winter’s 
Memories and Portraits, Tale.’ Ed. by R.G. THOMAS. [Read 
SA Puerisque. ? Shah a, Fete tae oe 
en and sooks. *+3. Brooke’s Poem of‘ Romeus and 
New Arabian Nights, e Juliet’: the original of Shake- 
Across the Plains, 4 speare’s ‘Romeo and Juliet,’ 
The Merry Men. Ed ted by P. A. WANIEL. Modernised 
Prinod earch a -and re-edited by J. J. MUNRO.  [Ready. 
Lahde of Travel. 4. Be Troublesome Reign of 
eir of Hermiston. ingJohn’: the Piay rewritten © 
Tales and Fantasies. by Shakespeare as ‘King John.’ | 
The Art of Writing. Edited by Dr. F. J. FURNIVALL and 
Lay Morals, etc. | Poems. JOHN Munro, M.A, [Ready, 
By H. A. TAINE. | , 
History of English Literature, in| 5,6 “The History of Hamlet’: 
4 Vols, With 32 Portraits, With other Documents illustrative of 
By TCHEHOV. the sources of Shakspeare’s Play, and an 
Tales. Translated by CONSTANCE GAR- Introductory Sludy of the LEGEND OF 
NET?. Six Vols, Now ready HAMLET by Prof. I, GOLLANCZ, : 
By MARK TWAIN.—Sketches, “17, ‘The Play of King Leirand His 
By WALTON and COLTON, ; 
| 2 Three Daughters’: theold play . 
ce ea LE WELT AAN, on the subject of King. Lear, 
“Poenis. Selected and Edited by W. M. Baie by Se ES ee 
ROSSETTI. With Portrait. *78. ‘@he Taming of a Shrew’: . 
; Being the oid ;-lay used by Shakespeare 
SANGORSKI (ALBERTO), in ‘The Taming of the Shrew, Edited 
' Books liluminated by. Fecap. 4to by Professor F,S. Boas, M.A, [Reaidy, 
Jap. vellum, 3s. 6d. neteach; parchment} | oa 
gilt, with silk tres, hs, net each. *F9. The Sources‘and Analogues of 
Prayers Written at VWailima by A Midsummer Night's Dream.’ 
ROBERT LOUIS SIKVENSON, Edited by FRANK SIDGWICK, [Keady. 
The Sermon on the Mount. 
Morte d@’Arthur, by Lory Tennysoy.|  *° Heng Sore Wictories of 
SCOTT (CYRI L).—1! he Celestial II . The Menzechmi’: the ori = 1 
Aftermath. Pott qto, cloth, 5s. net.}| “oF Shakoepcdketal Cocaine 
LARGE PAPER EDITION. limited to 50} ' 3 : A: yoo 
‘ i Be vine Auth t Errors.’ Latin text, with the Eliza- 
copies, signed by the Author, 2ts, net, bethan Translation, Edited by W. H. D, 
Shaan es MAN (THE): Rowsz, Litt.D, [ Ready. 
Peter Schle{nihl. By A.vON CHAMISSO.) j2, ‘Promos and Cassandra’ 
a 7 Ea < ms ao: 
pies ge By FoRneN BROWNE, Demy ihe Bourges of ‘Measure for 
: , 25. : : 
SHAKESP oe RE LIBRARY! (3. ‘Spolonius and Silla’: the 
ART I, source of ‘twelfth Night,’ Edi 
TheOld-Spelling SHAKESPEARE.) MonronLucs. tea 
Edited by FJ. FURNIVALL, M.A., D. Litt, B a HE 
and F. W. CLARKE, M.A. Demy Svo, ci,,| 1+ {*he First Part of the Conten- 
2s, 6d. net each Play. Of some ot the tion betwixt the two famous _ 
plays a Library Edition may be haa Houses of York and Lancas- — 
at 5s. net each, A WSt of volumes ter,’ aud “The True Trag2day of 
on application. Rea mie tee e a tuina pas ie 
a riginais oO esccond an ird parts of 
the SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS Bins Beak he ‘hee 
Small crown 8vo, quarter-bound anuquc 1s. Mhe Sources ‘ 
gtev boards, 25. 6d. net per vol.; those 2 Of Phe OMnCRts 
marked + may also be had in velve!| ‘©. The Sources of ‘Cymbeline.’ 
persian at qs, net ; and those marked*| 17. The Sources and Analogues | 
on large paper, half parchment, 5s. net, of ‘The Merchant of Venice.’ 
‘ pee Each volume with Frontispiece, Edited by Pioiessur I, GOLLANCz, 
tt. Lodge’s *Rosalynde’: the} 18. Romantic Tales: the source N 
original of Shakespeare’s ‘As ‘the Two Gentlemen of Verona Merce 
You Like It.” Edited by W. W. Wives,’ ‘Much Ado about Nothing,’ 
GREG, M.A, [Ready., ‘ All’s Well that Ends Well’ ‘ 
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a SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—conz. 
*}19, 20 Shak espeare’ s Plutarch: tthe 
* somrces of “Julius Cesar, ‘Antony and 
ee? _ Cleopatra.’ * Corinianus, and ‘Timon. 
_ -° Ed, C.F. TucKkR BROOKE, M.A. [Ready 
~ PAR? IIT. 


, 

; 

; THE LAMB SHAKESPEARE 

: FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

Ss With lilustrations and Music. Based on 

3 MARY AND CEARLIS LAMB'S TALESFROM 

4 SHAKESPEARE, and edited by Professor 
- I. GOLLAAcz, who has inserted within 

4 - the prose seiting those scenes and 

4 passages from the Plays with which 

a. the young readershould early become ac- 

quainted. The Music arranged by T. 

MASKELL HARDY, [mperial16mo, cloth, 
1s. 6d, net per vol, ; leather. 2s. 6d net per 

vol. ; School Edit. linen, Is. net per vol, 


I, The Tempest. 
Il. As You Like It. 
iL A Midsummer Night’s Dream. 
- dV. The Merchant of Venice. 
. V. The Winter’s Tale. 
; VI Twe'fth Night. 5 
Vii. Cymbeline. 
Vill. Romeo and Juliet. 
IX. Macbeth. 
_X. Much Ado About Nothing. 


i i i ee 


_ I. Life of Shakespeare for the 
ees  . toung. By Prot. I. GOLLAscz, 

‘ (lreparing. 
 &I,Bn Evening with Shake- 
speare: 1o Dramatic Tabie.ux fm 
Young People, with Music by T. 


q : MASKELL Harpy, and Illustrafions. 
$ Cloth, 2s. net; leather, 3s. 6d, net; 
Z linen, Is. 6d. net. 
a 

5 I 
: PaRT IV. 


Si SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND. 
bye. A series of volumes illusirat.ve of the 
life, thought, and letters of England in the 

time of Shakespeare. 


_ Robert Laneham’s Letter,describing 
? part .of the Entertainment given t 

~. Queen Elizabeth at Kenilworth ‘Castle in 
Z 1575. With Introduction by Dr, FURNI- 
= WALL, and Illustrations. Demy S8vo 
; cloth, 5s. net. 


5 The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
r ‘Shakespeare’ 's Youth: reprints of 
7 Awdeley’s ‘Fraternitye of Vacz abondes,’ 
= Harman's ‘Caveat for CommonCursetors,’ 
j - Parson Haben’s or Hyberdyne’s ‘Sermo1 
ae in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,’ & 
3 With many woodeuts. Edited, with In 
te troduction, by EDWARD VILES and Dr 
FURNIVALL. Demy 8¥0, eloth, ss. net. 


( P Shakespeare’ s Holinshed: a reprint 


of all the passages in Holinshed’: 
‘Chronicle’ of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
> >--, Notes>. Edited, by W, .G. BOSWELL 
os STONE. « Royal 8v0, cloth, tos, 6d, net, 
a 


SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY—cont. 
SHAKESPEARE’S ENGLAND—éon/ 
The Shakespeare Allusion Book, 


Reprints ot al references to Shakespeare 
and h.sWorks before the clase ot yee 7th 
century, collected by Dr, INGL' BY, Miss 
L, TOULMIN SMITH, Dr, aie ert and 
J. J. Munro, Two vols., royal 8vu, cloth, 
ais. net, 


The Book of Elizabethan Verse. 
Editea with Nots _by WILLIAM 
STANLEY BRAITHWAITE. With Frontis- 
piece and Vienette. Small crown 8vo 
cloth, 3s, 6d, net; vellum gilt, 125, 6d. net. 


A Study of Shakespeare. By A.C, 
SWiINBURN™. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A.C, 
SWINBURNE, Cr, 8vo, rpc lake Gs net. 


e { ' 

SHELLEY’S (PERCY BYSSHE) 
Complete W rk, in VERSE (2 Vols.) and 
PROSE (2 Vols.), each with Frontispiece, 
Edited by RICHARD HERNE SHEPHERD, 
St. MARTINS LIBRARY Edition. Pott 
8vo, clo'h, 2s. €d. net per vol.; leather 
gilt, 4s. net per vol, 

#,*Alsoan Edition in 5 vols. cr. 8vo, cloth, 32.6a. 
net per vol. im which the POKTICAL Works 
form 3 vols, and the PROSE WORKS 2 vols. 

See also under FLORENCE PREsS Books, 

page Io. 


i 


SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works 
Edited by F.STAINFORTH. With Po trait 
and Memoir. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 
The Purple Cloud. Crown 8vo, cioth, 
as. Od, net 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr.8vo, 
cloth, 6s, net: 


SIGNBOARDS: The History of, 
from the \ Earliest’ Times; including 
Famous Taverns and Remarkable Char: 
ters. By Jacos LARWOOD and J. 
HOTTEN. With 95 Illustrations, Crown 
8vo, cléth, 3s. 6d. net. 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 


srown 8vo, picture cover, Is. net each; cloth, 
1s. 6d. net each, 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
Dagonet Ditties. 
Life We Live. 
Young Mrs, Caudle, 
Li Ting of London. 
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SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by—covt. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each. 


Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Wagabonds, 
Anna of the Underworld, 


Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece by HUGH THOMSON, 


For Life—and After. 

Onoe upon a Christmas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by CHAS. GREEN, R.I, 

Im London's Heart. 

A Blind Marriage. 

Without the Limelight. 

The Smali-part Lady. 

Biographs of Babylon. 

Tne Mystery of Mary Anne, 

His Wife’s Revenge, 

Tinkletop’s Crime. 

Dramas of Life. 

Zeph. 

Ring o’ Bells. 

Dagonet Abroad. 


POPULAR EvITIONS, med, 8vo, 92. net each, 


Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Rogues and Yagabonds. 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible 
London. Cr, svo, léatherette, rs, net. 
Dagonet Dramas. Crown 8vo, Is. net. 


SLADEN (DOUGLAS).—A Jap- 


anese Marriage. Med. 8vo,’od. nei. 


SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His- 


torical and Anecdotal, Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 


SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE: Mrs. 
Maxwell Armfield), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

Serwice, With Frontispiece, 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 65, net. each, 


Mothers and Fathers, Frontispiece. 


Commoners’ Rights, With8 Illustra. 
tions by MAXWBLL ARMFLELB. 


Wna and the Lions. 
See alse The Flower Book, p. ro. 


| Stee See ee 
SNAITH (J. €.).—The Coming. 
Crewn $8yo, cloth, 6s. net, 


SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).— 
Songs of Adieu. 4to, Jap. vell,, 55. net, 
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the Moslemsin Spain. By REINHART — 
Dozy. Vrauslaied, with Biograph cal 
Introduction and additional Notes, by 
F, G. Stokes. With Frontispiece and 
Map. Royal 8vo,buckram, 21s. net. 


SPEIGHT (E. ‘E.).—The Galleon. 


of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. — 


SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 
Cr, 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net. 

Her Ladyship. 
The Grey Monk: a 
The Master of Trenance. ee 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers. 
Boom of Siva. — , 
As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experiences of Mr. Yerschoyle. 
Stepping Blindfold. J 


SPIELMANN 
Books by. 


(MRS. M. H.), 


Margery Redfordand her Friends. ; 


With lilustra.ions by GORDON BROWNE. 
Large crown 8vo, c.oth, 5s. het. 


! 
The Rainbow Book: Sixteen 
Tales of Funand Fancy. Witt 
37 lliustrations by ARTHUR RACKHAM, 
HUGH THOMSON and other artists, Large 
crown 8yo, cloth, 2s, 6d. net. 


‘SPY’ (FORTY YEARS OF), by 
LESLIE WARD. W.thover x50 Lilus- 
trations after Portraits and Caricatures 
by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, qs. Gd.) 
net. 


STATHAM (H. HEATHCOTE). 
~ What is Music? With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 


STEDMAN (B. C.). at 


Poets, Crown &vo, eioth, os. » 


orian 


STERNE LAURENCB).— 
A Sentimental Journey. whe 89 
{dusirations by T. H. ROBINSON, antl - 
Portrait, ~ Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35, 6d, net; 


post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d.- net; leather, 
4s. net, \ " 


SPANISH ISLAM: A History of — 


he 8 


aa 


| SPALDING (Kenneth J.). =e 
Pilgrim’s Way. Keap. gto, 3s. 6d) net. ~ - 


A 


. 
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STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 
ee Works by. ; 
WVirginibus Puerisque, and other 
Papers. FLORENCE PRrss EDITION, 
With 12 Illustrations in Coloured Collo- 
type by NORMAN WILKINSON. Cr, 4to, 
bus., £2 12s. 6d. net; vellum, ¥3 3s. vet, 
q Stevenson’s Poems: Compkte Edition. 
Printed in the Fiorence Type, Small 
feap. gto, gilt top, 12s. 6d. net. 


: —~ 


Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. fet each, 
Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE. 
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
~ piece by WALTER CRANE. 
; Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 
_ The Silverado Saquatters. 
New Arabian Nights. 
> 
, 
: 
q 
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The Merry Men. | Lay Morais, &c. 
Underwoods: Poems. 
Memories and ‘Portraits. 
_.Virginibus Puerisque. | Ballads. 
Songs of Travel. 
Prince Gtto. | Across the Plains. 
 Weir‘of Hermiston. 
In the South Seas. 
: Essays of Travel. 
Wales and Fantasies. 
q Essays in the Art of Writing. 
u Records of a Family of Engineers 
‘The above books are also issued ina Finu 
; PAPER EpITIon,pott 8yo, cloth, 2s, 6d. net 
each ; leather, qs. net, with the except‘on 
of ‘Underwoods’ and‘ Baliads,’ which 


“. 


published at 6s. net only. 


_ A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 


A.S. Boyp. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 55, net. 


F 
: 
; 


parchment, 7s.6¢7. net each; or, LARGE 


Paper EDITIONS, vel,, 12s, 6d. net each. 


An Inland Yoyage. LIllustrated in 


Tid of Travel,’ under the tile of ‘ Poems. 
j Colour by NOEL ROOKE, 

Cevennes 
~ “NOEL RuOKE. 


Illustrated in Colour by 


ERBY. 


4 Long fcap, 8v», quarter-cloth, rs. net each, 
_ Father Damien. 
 @alk and Talkers. 


or 
__- fUR# EDITION in velvet ca’f, 2s. net. 
‘Prayers Written at Wailima. 
+ Post 8vo,:bds., 1s, net; leather, 25. net, 
Also a MINIATURE EDITION in velvet cilf 
yapp, 2s, net.; and the EDITION DE 
Luxe, Ulum. by A. SANGORSKI in gold 
and colours, feap. 4to. Jap. vel., gilt top’ 
33. 6d, net. ; parch, gilt, with ties, 6s, net. 
4 ' 


ea See 
STEVENSON (R. L.)—¢ontinued. 


New Arabian ights. POPULAR 
EDITION, medim 8yvo, g7 net. 
The Suicide Club; and une Rajah’s 
Diamond, (From NEW ARABIAN 
NiGHis.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
HENNESSY, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net, 


16mo, decorated cloth, ts, net each, 
The Sire de Malétroit's Deor, 
A Lodging for the Night. 
The Waif Woman. 
On the Choices of a Profession. 


The Pavilion en the Links. With 


illustrations by GORDON BrRowneée, R.I. | 


Demy 8vo, cloth) 2s, net. 

The Stevenson Reader. Post 8vo, 
cl., 2s. 6d, net; buckram, gilt top, 3s, 6d, 
net; SCHOOL EDITION, cloth, fs. 6d. net, 

The Pocket R.U.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. I6mo, cl,, 2s, 6d, met; leather; 
qs. net. ‘ 

Brave Words about Death. Selected 
from the Writings of Stevenson, Pott 
8vo. decorated cover, Is, net. i 


\R. L. Stevenson: A Study, By H. B, 


BAILDON, Crown $vo, buckram, 5s. net. 
Recollections of R. L. Stevenson 

in the Pacific. By ARTHUR JOHN- 

STONE, Cr. Sv, buckram, 6s, net, 


are printed in r vol. together with ‘Songs 


Coioured Front. and numerous Illus. by 


»* Records of a Family of Engineers’ is 
_Large crown $8yo, cloth, 5s. net each ; 


Travels with a Donkey in the 


STOCKTON (FRANK R.).—The 


Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 I.ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
net. 


STOKES (FRANCIS GRIFFIN). 


Translated and Edited by: 


Epistola Obscurorum Virorum> 


The Litin text with Engiish Kendering, 
Roya 8vo, buckram, 25», net, 
Spanish Islam: a History of the 
Moslemsin Spain. By Reinuartr 
Dozy. Koyal 8ve buckram 21s, net. 


STONE (CHRISTOPHER), 


Novels by. Cr. Sv, cloth, 6s, net each, 
They also Serve. 
The Shoe of a Horse. 


The Noise of Life. 3s. 6d. net, 


STOTT (BEATRICE).—Christian 


Derrick. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net. 


_ BChild’s Garden of Yerses. I!lus- 
- _~ trated in Colour by MILLICENT Sow- 
} Large crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net : 
-_—s LARGE PaPERED,, parchmt,, ros, 6d. net. 


STRACHEY 


(LYTTON).—Emi- 
nent Victorians. With 6. Portraits. 
Demy 8yo, cloth, Los. 6danet. 


AChristmas Sermon. Post 8vo,bds., 
Ps. net; leather, 2s. net. Also a MINIA- 


STRUTT 


# ag 


STRAUS , (RALPH), Novels by. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, net each, 
The Man Apart 
The Little God's Drum. 


(JOSEPH). — The 
Sports ard Pastimes of the People 
of England. With 140 Lilustrations, 
Crown &svo, cloth, 3s,6a net. 


STUART (H. LONGAN), Novels 


by. Crown évo, cloth, 6s. net cach, 
Weeping Cross. | Fenella. 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 


STUCKENBERG (ViGGO).—By 
the Wayside. Translatei trom ne 
Danish and wlustrated by Una Hook, 
Small feap, gto, boards, 3s 6d, net. 


ane 


8vo, cloth, 


SUTRO (ALFRED); 
Foolish Virgins, cp. 
Is. od. net. 


SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 


in Prose and Verse, ‘Cr. 8vo, cl.,3s: 6d, nel. 


Jonathan Swift: A Study, By J. 
CHURTON COLLINS, Cr. 8vo,cl., 35. 6d. met. 


SWINBURNE’S (ALGERNON 
CHARLES) Works. 


Mr. Swinburne’s Collected Tra- 
gedies. In 5Vois., cr.8vo, 30s, net the set. 


Songs bafore Sunrise. f'LORENCE 
PRiESS EDITION. Crown 4to, hand-made 
paper, boards, 26s. net ; vellum, 36s. net. 


Selections. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Dolores. Small 4to, a as Is, net, 


The Quorn: -Mother; and Rosa- 
mood. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d, vet, 
Atalantain Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s 
Poems and Ballads. FIRst S#RIES 
Crown 8vo, 9s. __\ 
Poems and Ballads. 
Crown 8vo, 9s. 
Poems and Ballads, 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. 8vo ros. 6d 
Bothwell: 3 Tragedy. Crown 8y, 125.60. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8va, 4s, 
George Chapman (in Vol, Il. of G 
CHAPMAN S Werks.) Cr, 8vo, 3s. 6d. net. 
Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s 
Erechtheus: A !ragedy. Crown 8vo 6s 
BA Note on Charlotte Bronte, Crown 
8vo, 6s, 
A Study of Shakespeare. Cr. 8yo, &s 
Songs of the Springtides. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Studies in Song. Crown svo, 7s. 
Mary Stuart: A Tragedy, Crown Svo, 85 
Tpistram of Lyonesse, Crown 8vo,0s 


SECOND SERIES 


THIRD SERIES 


A Century of Roundels. Cr. Svo, 6s 
A Midsummer Holiday. Cr.8vo, 7 
Marino Faliero: A lrigedy. Cr. 8vo, 65 


A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo, 6) 
Miscellanies. Crown 8vo 12s, 
Locrine: A lragedy. Crown vo, 6s. 

A study of Ben Jonson. Cr. &vo, 7s 
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s 
Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s, 
&tudies in Prose and Poetry. 

Crown 8vo, 9s. 

The Tale of Balen. Crown 8yo, 7:. 
Rosamundad, Queen of the Lom- 
bards: A’ .vedv, Crown 8vo, 6s, 
A Channel Passage. Crown 8vo, 7s, 
Love’s Cross-Currents;: A Yeat’s 

Letters, Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
William Blake. Crown 8vo, 6s, net, 


SWINBURNE (ALGERNON CHARLES) 
-—conutinued 
The Duke of Gandia. Crown 8vo. 5s. . 
The cad ue Shakespeare. Crown — 
8vo, 6s. 
Charles ‘Dickens. Cr, 8vo, 3s. 6d. net. — 
ISSWINNERTON (FRANK), 
Novels by. 
The Young Idea. | The Casement. 
The Merry Heart. 3s. 6d. nct ea. 


SYRETTI (NETTA), Novels by. 
Crown 3vo, cloth, 3s. od. nct each. 
Anne Page. 
A Castle of Dreams. 
Olivia L. Carew. 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. net each, 
Drender’s Daughter. 
The Endless Journey, &c. 
Three Women. 
Barbara of the Thorn, 


Troublers of the Peace. 5s. net. 
POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, gd. net. 


Anna Page. | Olivia L. Carew. 
Three Women. 


TAINE’S History of English 


Literature. Trans. by HENRY Van I LauN. 


Four Vols. with 32 Potiraits, ptt Svo, 
cloth, 2s, 6d, uet each ; ledather;gilt top, 
4s. net each, 

TCHEHOV. -(ANTON).—Tales ‘ 


translated from the Russian by | 
Constance Garnett. Sx vols. 
now renay, LP e Durling, ete, Ii 
The Duei, etc. III. Tne Lady with the 
Dig, etc. (IV. The Party, ‘ete. ‘Vi stew 
Wife, etc. VI. The Witch, etc. Pott 
8vo cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, 4s. net sacl 


rENNYSON (CHARLES).— 
Cambridge frem Within. Illusts. by 
DEES MURLKY, Dy, 8vo, cl.,5s. tet. \ 


and The Ring. Iilusts. by “GORDON | 

BROWNE, Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 
The Pocket Thackeray. rranged — 

by A, H. Hyatt. 16mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. _ 


net; leather, gilt top, 4s. net, 
THOMPSON (FRANCIS). The 
Mound of Heaven, Ten Drawings — 


Tlustrating, by #kIDESWITH Huppart, 
Royal 4to, bourds, 7s. €d. net. Also 50 


canes on parctrmen’, * 


SS ee ee eee 
PHOREAU: — Life and Aims. 


5 By H..X, PaGEe. . Pust 8vo! buckram, 
as, 6d. net, 
TIMBS . (JOHN), ~ Works by. 


_ Crown 8vo, ¢ oth,.3s. 6a. n 1 each, 

Clubs and Club Life in London. 
With 41 Illustrations, 

English Eccentrics .and Eccen- 
tricities. With 48 Illustrations. 
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. Frau Frohmann. | 
TURKISH ENIGMA, The. 


~ "TWAIN’S (MARK) Books. 


ei v eee Ser wre 


by. Crown Svo, c'oth, 3s. 6d. net each. 
The Way We Live Now. | 
Marion Fay. 
The Land-Leaguers. 
Mr. Scarborough's Family, 
John CGa'digate. 


Tran lated from tue French by WINL} 
FRED STE:HENS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
5s. net. \ 


UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. net each. 
Mark Twain’s LibraryofHumour | 
: With 197 Iliustrat.ions by E. \W. KEMBLr 
Roughing It: and The Innocents) 
at Home. With 200 lilusirations by 
F, A. t RASER. 
The American Claimant. With 8: 
Diustrations bv HAL Hurst and others. 
Pudd’nhead Wilson. With Portrait| 
and Six Niustrations by Foris LoErs. 
* The Adventuresof Tom Sawyer. 
With 112 Biustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Illustrations by DAN BFARD. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 
®*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Llusts. 
*The Innocents Abroad; and The 
New Pilgrim's Progress. With 
234 iLusts. (The 2s. 'd. edition is also 
known as MARE TWAIN’S PLEASURE 
TRIP.) | 
*The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN 
and ©, D. WAKNER. “With 212 Iilusts. 
*The Prince and the Pauper.) 
With :00 [lust ations. | 
* Life on the Mississippi. 300 IIlusts. | 
*The Adventures of Huckleberry | 
Finn. 174 Ulusts. by E. W, KEMBLE. 
*A Yankee at the Court of King | 
Arthur. 220 Iilusts. i! y DAN BEARD, 
*The Stolen White Elephant. 
*The £1,060.000 Bank-Note. 
A Double-barrelled Detective 
Story. With 7 Illustrations 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 
Arc. With 12 Lliusts, by F. V. Du Monp. 
More Tramps Abroad, 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley- 
burg. With Frontisprece. 
The Choice Worksof Mark Twain. 
. With Life, Porirait, and Lliust: ations, 
*.* The Books marked * may be had in post | 
8vo, cl., without Illustrations, at 25. 6d 
net each, | 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium $vo, 9d, net each. 


Tom Sawyer.| A Tramp Abroad. 
The Prince and the Pauper, 
Huckleberry Finn. 


Mark Twain’s Sketches, Pott 8vo 
cloth, 2s 6d. net ; leather. gilt top, qs. net; 
post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. net. | 


Mark Twain’s Letters, Two vols, 


With 26/— 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 
- TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels, TYTLER (SARAH) 


aa 


» Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each. > 
Buried Diamonds. 

The Blackhall Ghosts. 

What She Came Through. 

The Macdonald Lass, 

The Witch-Wife. 

Rachel Langton. 

Sapphira. | 

Mrs. Carmichael’s Goddesses: 

A Honeymoon’s Eclipse, 

A Young Dragon. 

Three Men of mark. 

In Clarissa’s Day. 

Sir David’s Visitors. 

The Poet and His Guardian Angel. 


UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 


The Gueen against Owen. Crown 
8vo, cl, 3s. 6d. net. ; 


The Phantom Torpedo-Boats, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net. 


VAN VORST (MARIE).—Fairfax 
_ and his Pride, Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
net. 


VICENZA (The PAINTERS of). 
By TANCRED BORENIUS. With 15 full? 
page Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d, net. 


VIOLIN TONE. By Hipatco Moya 


and TOWRY PIPER. Cr, 8vo, cl., 5s. net, 


IVIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 
Books by. 
A Path of Thorns: Cr. 8vo, cloth 65. 
net. 


My Days of Adventure: the Fall 
of France, 1870-71. Witha Frontisp, 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s, 6d, net. 


The True: Story of Alsace- 
Lorraine. With Map. Demy 8vo, 
cloth, los, Gd. net. 


The Court of the Tuileries, 1852, 
1870. Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s, net, 


My Adventures in the Commune, 
Demy 8vo, cl., 12s 6d. net. 


In Seven Lands. 
12s, 6d, net. 


Demy &vo, cloth 


WALTON and COTTON’S 
Complete Angler. Pott 8vo, cloth, 


Demy &vo, cloth, 18s. net. 


3 


. 2s. 6d. net; leather, gilt top, 4s, net. 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, 97 & 99 ST. "MARTIN'S LANE, “LONDON, WC 


ry few day lea el SIT BARROS ARE 
WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net each, 
Joan, the Curate. 
The Heart of a Girl. 
Tom Dawson. 
The Youngest Miss Brown. 
A Fight toa Finish: 
The Old House at the Corner. 
Love and Lordship. 
What Ought She to Do? 
My Lady of Whims. 


Tom Dawson, Medium 8yo, 9d.net. 


With 8 Illusts, 


WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 


With the 59 Signatures and Seals, 2s. net.| 


Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. 2s. net. 


WESTALL (WILL.), Novels by. 
_ Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. net each, 
Trust-Money. 

A Woman Tempted Him. 

For Honour and Life. 

Her Two Millions. 

Two Pinches of Snuff. 

With the Red Hagle. 

A Red Bridal. | Nigel Fortescue, 
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. 
Sons of Belial. | Strange Crimes. 
Her Ladyship’s Secret. 

The Phantom City. 

Ralph Norbreck’s Trust. 

A Queer Race. | Red Ryvington. 
Roy of Roy’s Court. 

As Luck would have it. 

As a Man Sows. |The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne’s Revenge. 

The Sacred Crescents. 

A Very Queer Business, 


With the Red Hagle. Med. 8vo, 92. net. 


WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 
by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, net each, 
A Forbidden Name. | Mazeppa. 
Many Ways of Love. Withs filusts. 
_Near the Tsar, near Death. 


WHITMAN (WALT), Poems by. 
Selected by W, M. RossErri. “Pott 4to, 
' cloth, 2s, 6d. net ; leather, 4s. net, 


Drum Taps. Special War Edition. 
Small 4to; decorated cover, Is. net, 


WILDE (LADY).—The Ancient 


Legends, Charms,and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Ur. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. net, 


| 


[WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU).— 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 5s, net. 


WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 
Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra- 
tions, Crown 8vo, cloth. §s. net, 


Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them, Cr, 8yvo, cloth, is. net; 
Paper cover, 6d, net, 


WOLSELEY (LADY).—Women 
and the Lamd, Cr, 8vo,cloth, 5s, net. 


WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 


The Romance of the South Seas. 
With 84 Iliusts. Cr, 8vo, cl., 6s, net. 


WRAY pA Fc and 


Madmen. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 


ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 


UNIFORM EDITION, Mostly Translated or 
Edited, with Introductions, by ERNEST 
A, VIZETELLY. Cr, 8vo, c}., 35. 62, neteach, 


His Masterpiece. | The Joy of Life. 
Germinal, | Thérése Raquin 
The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret’s Transgression. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 
The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram-Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 
His Excellency. | The Dream. 
The Downfall. {| Doctor Pascal. 


Lourdes, | Fruitfulness., 
Rome, | Work. 
Paris. 


| frath. 
: 


The Downfall. WaREDITION. Cr, 8vo. 
cloth, 2s, net. 


POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 9d, net 


each, 

Abbé Mouret’s Transgression. 
The Forcune of the Rougons. 
Lourdes | Rome. | The Downfall, 
Paris. | Money. | The Dram- 
The Joy of Life. | shop. 
Germinal, | Thérése Raquin. 

Dr, Pasca!. 


UNWIN BROTHERS, LIMITED, THH GRESHAM PRESS, WOKING AND LONDON. 


The De La More Press Ltd. 
32 George Street, Hanover Square W 1 
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